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CURLY: 

AN ACTOR'S STORY. 
INDUCTIOIif. 

ON THE queen's HIGHWAY. 



E, the manager 
of our little 
company of 
stroUera, and 
I, were on the 
road to Kil- 
maraock. We 
had left Green- 
ock for Glas- 
gow, by train 
— leaving our 
luggage (there 
was not much 
of it) to be 
sent after us 
while we walked 
on to Paisley, 
where Pike had 
a friend in the 
local tragedian, Mr. Jamleson— popularly known as * Lang 
Willie ' — who would be ' good ' for a sovereign. Alas I 
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when we got to Paisley, we found ^Lang Willie' was 
* under the weather ' himself — and the expected sovereign 
dwindled down to five shillings — which was the entire 
amount of his night's share for acting * Bertram,' in the 
gloomy but powerful tragedy of that name. 

When the play was over, Mr. Jamieson took us to his 
lodgings, gave us a hearty welcome, and a hot supper ; 
after which, I sat and listened while the veterans acted 
^ their young encounters o'er again.' Amidst their 
pleasant reminiscences, Pike happened to mention the 
name of * Curly.' 

At the sound, Jamieson became sad and silent. 

After a while. Pike inquired — 

* Where is he the noo ? ' 

* God knows I ' replied the other, * I've not seen him 
for a month or more. He aye bursts out when the anni- 
versary of that awful time comes round. He generally 
stays away for a month or six weeks, and comes back 
without a word, and resumes his life where he left oflF, just 
as if nothing had happened. Poor Curly ! Poor Flora ! 
But there ; what is it Mistress Macbeth says ? — 

Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard ; what's done is done. 

So sup up and clear out — that is, if you mean to get 
to Kilmarnock to-morrow. Good-bye, young gentleman. 
I hope you'll be luckier than this weather-beaten old 
villain and myself. Stick to the " text ; " study night and 
day ; and, who knows, you may take the world by storm 
one of these days.* 
' * I'll try,' I said. 

* Good lad ! — Good lad ! — Eemember, " there's no such 
word as fail." Good-bye, Pike; good luck to you at 
Kilmarnock.' 
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And so we took our leave of ' Lang Willie ' and sought 
our humbly hostelry, where ten minutes later I lay fast 
asleep, not even dreaming of the influence that accidental 
encounter with Mr, Jamieson would have on my future 
destiny. 

Next morning, after we had paid our score, we had 
only eighteenpence left; but what is money when you 
have youth, health, strength, and ambition ? Thank God ! 
I had all these. 

As for my companion, poor fellow ! he had had so 
many rubs of fortune that he was equal to any fate. By 
the way, his name was not ' Pike ' at all ; he had merely 
an-ived at that nickname from his marvellous voracity, 
and his extraordinary facial resemblance to the pike fish. 
He had fulfilled one short engagement in Edinburgh or 
Glasgow some thirty years before I met him, but all the 
interregnum had been passed vagabondising about in halls 
and barns in the small towns of Scotland. He was always 
in debt, always in diflSculty, but somehow or other he 
always kept afloat, always kept a light heart, and always 
had a pleasant word for everybody. 

Although it was in the month of May, the snow was on 
the ground. Fortunately for us it had been frozen into a 
fine crisp consistency. The sun flushed the horizon with 
a tender violet, lighting the hill-tops with fire, and making 
the distant road, which lay before us, alive with rubies and 
emeralds and other precious stones, set in great masses of 
gold and silver. Of course, when we came up with thefb, 
oiu: magic jewels vanished — no, not quite vanished, they 
had only gone a little further off; and so we followed in 
their track, just as the people follow in the pursuit of 
Pleasure in Noel Paton's picture. It was, indeed, a lovely 

B 2 
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morning, and the young blood ran riot in my veins Wliile 
the birds chirped and sang to us from every hedge. I 
was in love with my art, and the present ordeal seemed to 
me the * rough brake through which greatness must pass.' 
I flattered myself that I was another Edmund Kean in 
embryo — besides, was I not about to open at the Theatre 
Eoyal, Kilmarnock, in Romeo? (Alas! this Theatre 
* Royal turned out to be a bam over a stable !) I was 
Romeo already. I must confess my mind was sorely exer- 
cised as to my future Juliet, Miss Madeline Montmorency. 
Was she short or tall, slim or stout, dark or fair? (I may 
as well state at once that she turned out to be old enough 
for my mother, and wore a jazey.) I was to have a guinea 
a week and a benefit, all the receipts, after the shares and 
stock debt were taken up. So, building these castles in 
the air, I trotted along, full of the delightful anticipations 
of youth and hope ; while, as for Pike, he was as jolly as 
usual. About midday we stopped at a farmhouse a little 
out of the main road, where he negotiated a lunch of oat- 
cake and milk for sixpence out of our little store. When 
we had done ample justice to our frugal repast he took a 
pull at his pipe, and then we resumed our journey, beguil- 
ing the time with snatches of songs and theatrical remin- 
iscences, of which he had an abundance. Incidentally he 
mentioned the name of Curly ; then he stopped and changed 
the subject. This reminded me of the hitch in the con- 
versation on the preceding night, so I ventured to inquire 
who and what ^ Curly ' was. After some hesitation. Pike 
told me the story I am about to relate — a story remarkable 
enough under any circumstances, but rendered still more 
remarkable by an incident which actually occiured during 
its narration. Had it not been for this strange coincidence 
the narrative would not have needed this induction. 




CHAPTER I. 

DONALD'S D^BUT. 

S I despair of reproducing Pike's happy knack of 
spinning a yam, I must tell his tale in my 
own prosaic way. 

Many years ago Donald Campbell was a 
Writer to the Signet in Edinburgh. As for his writing, he 
did nothing but compose verses, and very bad ones they 
were. He was young, well bom, well bred, of pleasant 
and engaging manners, very handsome and very idle. ' He 
was the only son of his mother, and she was a widow ' — left 
with a small annuity bequeathed by her husband, a dis- 
tinguished officer, who fell at Waterloo. Donald was an 
assiduous diner-out, great at balls and parties, played a 
capital game at billiards, went to the theatre frequently, 
and sedulously cultivated the acquaintance of the players, 
amongst whom he posed himself as a man with expecta- 
tions. In person he was a young Apollo, tall and straight 
as a dart, fair-complexioned, a pure Greek face, straight 
nose, eyes blue as sapphires and bright as diamonds, a 
head of sunny hair which fell in a mass of golden curls 
about his neck. Yes, the hair was very beautiful, but, 
unfortunately, there was not much worth speaking about 
under it. His face and his hair were very much admired 
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— the latter obtained for him the sobriquet of * Curly,' a 
cognomen which clung to him throughout his life. 

This interesting young gentleman generally began the 
day by shaking hands with himself, and admiring his hand- 
some face in the glass. Then he condescended to permit 
the poor fond mother to worship him daring his breakfast, 
after which he sallied out for his morning game of billiards. 
In the afternoon he sunned himself in Princes Street, Ho 
give the girls a treat,' as he modestly put it. After that 
an early dinner (in those days late dinners were not in 
vogue), then the theatre or the dance, whichever presented 
the greater attraction. 

Usually his poor stupid head had room only for one 
idea ; but at last he managed to smuggle in two at one 
and the same time. His first idea was, on the strength 
of his handsome face and comely carcase, to make a wealthy 
marriage. In order to enable him to carry out this highly 
laudable object, he managed, through his father's name 
and his mother's influence, to get himself nominated for a 
cornetcy in the Midlothian Volunteers ; and a very pretty 
figure he made in his uniform whenever he had a chance 
of airing it. His second and most dominant idea was to 
go on the stage and make his fortune. Others had done 
so, why should not he ? 

At that period there were not — at least not in Curly's 
set — many marriageable young ladies of large fortune, so 
he contemplated seeking ^ fresh fields and pastures new.' 
But there was a diflSculty not wholly unconnected with 
coin of the realm, so he was condemned to vegetate in 
* Auld Reekie,' at least for the present. 

He was now five or six and twenty, and had never 
done a hand's turn to make himself useful in his life ; 
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nor, indeed, had he the slightest intention of so doing. 
His mission was to be ornamental, and he knew it. 
Could he only obtain an opportunity of displaying his 
manly beauty on the stage, the women — heiresses espe- 
cially — would bow down before and worship him. Happy 
thought! He would get up an amateur performance 
for the purpose of providing the Highlanders of the 
Hebrides with breeches. To illustrate the importance of 
small clothes, the comedy of The Beliefs Stratagem was 
selected, and he was to be Doricourt, He had alighted 
on his feet. He was a born comedian — had animal 
spirits in abundance — his laughter was contagious, and 
he was sublimely and unconsciously impudent. That he 
was good-looking no one could deny. In fact, when Sir 
George Touchwood exclaimed, 'Confound the dog, how 
handsome he looks ! ' every one endorsed the opinion. 
Next day the blockheads in the papers pronounced him a 
genius full fledged— that, in fact, he had only to show 
himself in London to extinguish Charles Kemble, EUiston, 
Jones, and the rest of the London players. The resident 
light comedian was a very distinguished actor, but, of 
course, he wasn't to compare with the new Doricourt ! 

Curly's mother, a strict Presbyterian, by no means 
approved of her darling's disgracing the house of Camp- 
bell by exhibiting himself as a stage-player, and several 
differences of opinion arose between them on the subject. 
These jangles culminated in a fit of apoplexy, which cut 
short the old lady's life and his means of living, as of 
course his mother's annuity terminated with her exist- 
ence. To do the lad justice, he was very fond of her, and 
her loss was a great blow to him. She had left him a 
small hoard of two or three hundred pounds, which she 
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had scraped together with great diflBculty ; but he soon 
made * ducks and drakes ' of that, and it was melting away 
rapidly when Harry Johnston, the ' Scotch Koscius,' as he 
was called, came down from London for a few nights to 
* star ' in his native city. 

Johnston was a very handsome man and a very fine 
actor. His acting was a revelation to Curly, who became 
a red-hot partisan, and distinguished himself by the de- 
monstrative fervour of his admiration. On the last night 
of his engagement the Boscius intimated that he had 
been driven out of London in consequence of having taken 
the liberty to thrash that * fat Adonis of forty,' the Prince 
Eegent, for insulting his (Johnston's) wife, and that he 
had taken the Theatres at Aberdeen and Dundee, and was 
now going to settle down in management in his native 
land. 

Next day Curly got one of the actors to introduce him 
to the new manager, and succeeded there and then in 
obtaining an engagement. 

He had achieved one step on the road to fortune. 




CHAPTER ir. 

THE MASTER PASSION. 

PON arriving at Dundee Curly became acquainted 
with Jamieson, who was the leading actor of 
Johnston's company. 

' Lang Willie ' (as he was popularly called) 
stood over six feet in his stockings, and was moulded like 
a youthful Hercules. Despite his height and stalwart pro- 
portions, he was singularly graceful, and with his great dark 
eyes and hair, his somewhat stem features and imperious 
demeanour, he was the very beau-ideal of a classic tragedian. 
To the accomplishments of a well-graced actor he added 
the breeding of a gentleman, and the acquirements of a 
scholar (he had taken a double first at his College). Besides 
these attainments, he was an athlete, could fence, box, run, 
ride, dance, swim, leap his own height standing. Consider- 
ing the age in which he lived, he was a somewhat remark- 
able young man, for he had * no small vices.' He was singu- 
larly temperate and abstemious — he didn't drink, he didn't 
snuflf, he didn't smoke, he didn't gamble, besides which, 
he had eccentric notions of his own that continence and 
purity were qualities as essential to the one sex as to the 
other. As yet, no woman had touched that seemingly 
invulnerable heart. He had few acquaintances, and no 
friends ; indeed, he was quite alone in the world. It may 
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have been the knowledge that Curly was also quite alone 
which attracted him to that airy youth, but I think the 
principal attraction lay in the fact that the young stranger 
reminded him of a little brother to whom he had been 
tenderly devoted, and whom he had lost years ago. Be 
that as it may, brusque, taciturn, and reticent as the youth- 
ful tragedian was to everybody else, despite Curly's friv- 
olity and weakness, he * cottoned ' to him at once. They 
occupied the same apartments, and soon were firm friends, 
* friends at the age when friends are brothers.' 

Of course, Donald d^6i6^-ed in Doricourt, and, equally 
of course, made a great hit. 

Decidedly Master Curly's lines were cast in pleasant 
.places. Everybody was kind and considerate — for the 
young beggar had a most ingratiating way with him — and 
despite his egoism, which habitually asserted itself with 
frank and perfect self-belief, he was petted and spoiled by 
both the men and women in the company, just as if he 
had been a great, handsome Newfoundland dog. 

Johnston put him forward by degrees — * nursed ' him 
gradually into an important line of business — coached him 
up in several of his own parts, spread abroad the report that 
he was a man of fortune, who had taken to the stage pour 
passer le tempsy made a friend of him, and took him into 
society, where he became as great a success socially as he 
was artistically. 

At Aberdeen he was even more popular than in Dun- 
dee. The ladies of the granite city admired him espe- 
cially — indeed, he was the idol of the hour. 

It must not be supposed, however, that he monopolised 
the admiration of the too susceptible fair ones, for the 
tragedian was admired more as an artist, but his statu- 
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esque appearance, especially when clad in the classic garb 
of antiquity, accentuated the sombre and dignified im- 
pression created by the great tragic characters he was 
nightly called on to assume ; hence the general admiration 
was chilled with a feeling which was more appreciative 
than sympathetic. How should the superficial observer 
on the other side of the footlights know that the great 
stem creature, who looked like some statue newly quick- 
ened into life by the Promethean spark, had a heart as soft 
and gentle as a woman's ? 

On his part, he thoroughly believed that : 

When a man and woman are fitly jnated, 

They become doubly good, how good so e*er before. 

So, in his heart of hearts he dreamed that some day, 
yes, someday, he should meet the one woman bom for 
him through all the ages. 

Alas ! poor fellow, he had a rude awaking, and this 
was how it befell. 

One night, when acting Sir George Touchwood, his 
eyes met those of a lovely apparition in the stage box 
opposite, who was accompanied by two gentlemen ; the one, 
evidently her father, was fast asleep ; the other, a swarthy 
giant, with pronounced features, a huge aquiline nose and 
eager restless eyes, stood behind her like the sea monster 
mounting guard over Andromeda. 

The lady appeared unconscious of the man's presence, 
but every look of his seemed to defiantly assert a kind of 
proprietary right, as who should say to all comers, * Hands 
off, don't dare to look at her, she's mine ! ' He beheld the 
young actor's speechless, but ardent, admiration with ill- 
concealed annoyance. Willie, however, had eyes only for 



12 CURLY 

m 

* the fair, the chaste, the inexpressive she/ As he gazed, 
the blood rushed from his heart, he trembled and turned 
pale, while his limbs shook beneath him, and he forgot 
the words he had to utter. 

How trivial and ridiculous it all appears when, coldly 
written down long years after, the hot blood of youth has 
ceased to fire the burning brain, when the hyacinthine 
locks are whitened with the snows of age, when the broad 
back is bowed and the sturdy limbs are bent, when * the 
big manly voice has turned again to childish treble,' but, 
ah ! to those who have felt the divine emotion once. 

Passion may duU, pursuit engross, but live your meridian o'er, 

that supreme moment never comes again. This was the 
one woman this man had been looking for all his life, and 
now that he had found her he might as well have sought 
to put the North Pole in his waistcoat pocket. 

Poor Jamieson ! he was playing a miserably bad part, 
a peevish, irascible, stupid, jealous fool. Even his personal 
advantages stood him in no stead, for he was vilely dressed, 
and in most unbecoming colours. 

The lady sat still, and made no sign, she might have 
been chiselled from an iceberg for all he was concerned ; 
bat when the radiant Curly sprang upon the stage, attired 
in the height of fashion, and altogether 'poini device as 
the gay and gallant Doricourt, the instant he spoke the 
ice thawed, the girl's beautiful neck and shoulders crim- 
soned, the light of love leaped from her eyes into his as 
if both were at one and the same time * struck with the 
blind bow boy's butt shaft,' as indeed they were ; while he, 
who was nobler and better than either, was doomed to see 
his golden dream vanish at the very moment of its birth. 
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As for ' the Dragon/ it was now his turn to tremble 
and turn pale. 

Of course, this erotic nonsense about love at first sight 
is rubbish fit only for boys and girls, who deserve to be 
whipped and sent to bed, to be locked up and dieted on 
bread and water for a month or two, until they have re- 
covered their senses. We know all about that, but, despite 
the rule of thumb, * there is always a good deal of human 
nature knocking about,' and these youthful indiscretions 
occasionally occur in courts and palaces, as well as wretched 
country theatres. 

Is it not on record that, even in more recent times, a 
certain illustrious personage dropped, or stay, I think she 
gave her bouquet (even as the Commander of the Faithful 
throws his handkerchief !) to a certain handsome, penniless 
young Prince ? 

Is it not written too that the triumphant lover cut a 
hole in the breast of his uniform, in which he planted 
his gage d^amour (he was a bold man, and impervious to 
ridicule!) in the eyes of all Israel, for the remainder of 
the evening on that auspicious occasion ? Hence the pre- 
sent royal — but that is a matter of detail ! 

The amatory pantomime which has taken me so long 
to describe, occupied only a couple of moments. It was, 
however, sufficiently intelligible to the performers thereof, 
especially to the dragon at the back of Andromeda. 
This person, yclept Daniel Deempster, * of that ilk,' Laird 
of Strathmines, had been selected by the old gentleman, 
who was still soundly sleeping oflf his dinner, as his 
future son-in-law ; with the unerring instinct of jealousy, 
he had * spotted' the optical duet going on between 
his intended and the 'handsome idiot' (so he dubbed 
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Curly), and he — but time enough hereafter for the bold 
Deempsfcer. 

TUtxe aux damesy so now for my heroine. 

Flora M'Alliater was the only daughter of the factor of 
th^ Duke of S ' — , a man of large wealth and considerable 



local influence. Besides being a great beauty, she was an 
heiress in her own right, being entitled on her majority to 
an income of ten or twelve thousand a year, bequeathed 
to her absolutely by her mother. The fair Flora was hot- 
blooded, impetuous, and utterly unconventional. From 
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this night [^forth, every time Curly acted she occupied a 
conspicuous place in the boxes. The popular rumours as 
to his position in society may probably have increased her 
infatuation. Howsoever that may be, every drop of blood 
in her veins thrilled at the sound of his voice ; she thought 
of him by day ; she dreamed of him by night. He was as 
hard hit as his inamorata, and the first thing he did every 
night when he came on the stage was to look up to her 
box. 

This charming creature was by no means a typical 
Highland girl — not, at least, as we understand them — for 
she was dark as night, with an abundance of brown hair, 
a beautiful oval face, wonderful large grey eyes, which 
flashed with fire or melted into tears with equal facility. 
Her figure was tall and stately, but superbly rounded. 
* The eye can be as voca. as the tongue,' and though no 
word had passed between her and her lover, they under- 
stood each other perfectly. His difficulty, however, was 
to obtain an introduction, for although Johnston was a 
frequent visitor at McAllister's house, he had neveT once 
invited Curly to accompany him. 

As I have said before, M'AUister intended his 
daughter's hand for his friend, principally, I think, because 
Deempster's estate adjoined his own. As for asking the 
young lady's consent, that was quite superfluous — if she 
didn't know her own mind, her father did. 

Johnston saw how the land lay, and he thought it his 
duty as a man of honour to lend no countenance to this 
sort of nonsense. 

Love, however, laughs at all precautions — surmounts 
all obstacles ; and, of courpe, in the fulness of time, Curly 
and Flora met. 
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There was a grand ball given at the Assembly Booms 
upon some public occasion, and everybody who was any- 
body was there, everybody except poor Willie, who knew 
he would be de trop. 

The belle of the ball beyond dispute was Flora, and it 
was equally unquestionable that the * swell ' of the ball 
was Curly. Yes, he was decidedly ' the star of the goodly 
company,' the cynosure of all eyes — ^admired by all the 
women, detested by all the men. 

Amongst the former there was but one opinion. * He 
was all too lovely ' — amongst the latter he was the most 
insolent puppy that ever walked on two legs. Hard words, 
however, break no bones, and he floated about sublimely 
insouciant, resplendent in his cornet's uniform — his am- 
brosial locks floating about his brow in a golden nimbus — 
his head and shoulders towering over everybody. Besides 
these personal advantages, he was the only man in the 
place who knew how to handle a woman in a waltz, and as 
it was a new dance he was consequently the one most in 
demand. He and Flora had been in the room for three 
mortal hours, continually meeting, almost touching each 
other, but never once daring to speak. He only waited his 
chance. At last it came. 

Johnston had just finished the Lancers with Miss 
McAllister, ^nd they were promenading the room together, 
when they came face to face with Curly. Before the 
manager had time to escape Donald requested an intro- 
duction, and when the next waltz struck up Flora was 
whirling about in his arms. 

It was the old, old story, that has been told a hun- 
dred, yea, a hundred thousand times. Of course, they 
l^ad knowij each ptber all their lives, perhaps in some 

c 
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other life, &c. Regardleas of CYerythiog and everybody, 
they danced together for the rest of the evening. Society 
took note of this, aad Society was shocked. Johnston 
shook his head. Deempster was not a dancing party, 
and he shook his fist furtively, and longed to make it 
acquainted with Curly's head. Then, for he was * canny,* 
Deempster inqoired of Flora ' if she didn't feel tired. 
Might he not order the carriage ? ' 

*No, she was not tired, the ball had only fast began. 



and Mr. Deempster need not order the carriage.' So 
saying she returned to the waltz and to Curly. 

The Laird of Strathmines was a giant of six feet two, 
with the eye of a hawk, and the beak of an eagle ; a huge 
chest, a brawny pair of arms, and a fist hke a sledge- 
hammer. A dangerous person when put out of the way. 
He was put out of the way now. Casting a baleful glare 
on his rival, he made all sail for the card-room, where he 
found his father<in-law that was to be in the ' nine holes,' 
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Obviously he couldn't interrupt him then, but when the 
rubber was over, and McAllister had lost the game, through 
his partner having revoked, Deempster related his grie- 
vance to ears already, unfortunately, disposed to anger. 

The two men returned to the ball-room hastily, and 
sought Flora, who was at that instant about to begin 
another dance. 

* Come, Flora,' said McAllister. ' Time's up — carriage 
is waiting.' 

c So sorry, papa,' she replied sweetly, ' but I'm engaged 
to Mr. Campbell for the next waltz.. Let me introduce 
him to you.' 

Curly blandly murmured in his most insinuating 
manner, * Delighted — delighted — I'm sure.' 

The music struck up and away they went, * pursuing, 
encircling, caressing.' McAllister stood dazed and dumb- 
foundered, at last he muttered, 

* Well ! d n his impudence ! ' 

Deempster said nothing, but made up his mind, if ever 
he got the chance, that he would break every bone in 
Curly's skin. 

During the waltz the lovers arranged their plan of 
action. Flora's maid, Jeannie M'Pherson, had a brother, 
a carpenter in the theatre, who could be relied on as a 
faithful messenger. Having established this trusty 
medium for conmiunication, the rest was easy. 

The dance being over. Curly escorted Flora to her 
father, but neither * the stem parent ' nor his intended 
son-in-law vouchsafed the slightest recognition as they 
turned and left the room. 

When the McAllisters reached home, a terrible scene 
Recurred. The old gentleman had h^d too jnuch wine, or 

02 
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whisky, or both, and he asserted the paternal authority 
in a manner which set Flora's Highland blood in a flame. 
She turned round and faced him, and wound up by 
saying : 

* At any rate, in three months' time I shall be my own 
mistress, and free from either coercion or insult ! ' 

The old gentleman replied : 

* Very well ; but till those three months are over you 

are under my control, and by Gr [! you don't cross 

yonder doorstep without my permission. Don't let there 
be any mistake about that ! ' 



CHAPTER III. 

THE ELOPEMEST. 
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Despite locks, bolts, and bars, tbe lovers daily commu- 
nicated with each other, and it was fully arranged that 
they were to elope together the very day Flora came of 
age. 
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A week before that time the theatrical season termin- 
ated at Aberdeen, and the company took their departure 
for Inverness, 

Deempster, who had kept a vigilant eye on the * hand- 
some idiot,' finding that he had really left the town, relaxed 
his watch, and McAllister himself breathed more freely. He 
was devotedly attached to his daughter, and tried by every 
means in his power to induce her to forget the quarrel on 
the night of the ball. His eflforts were in vain, for he 
could not unsay what he had said, while she was implac- 
able, and remained disdainfully silent. As for Deempster, 
she did not even notice the man's existence. 

Three months passed away, and at length Flova 
attained her twenty-first birthday. 

The time for the elopement had arrived. It was a 
night of storm and tempest. 

Curly had no secrets from Willie, and in the nmve 
selfishness of his all-engrossing passion, it never occurred to 
the noble youth to even dream that every word he uttered 
drove a dagger to the other's heart. Although he sufiFered, 
he made no sign, lest it should mar their coming happi- 
ness, but he endured a complicated torture, for he had 
grown to love his successful rival, almost as much as the 
little brother whom he had lost so long ago ; and yet the 
man whom he so loved was the man who had unconsciously 
robbed him of the light of his life. 

Surely Jamieson must have been a moonstruck idiot to 
bemoan a woman to whom he had never even spoken, as 
if there were not hundreds of women young and fair as 
she. True, oh lordly cynic ! hundreds, thousands of women 
for you and other sensible fellows, but this was the one 
woman in all the world for this one man. Like Endymion 
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he had lost his heart to the lady moos, and no star in all 
the wide firmament could ever take her place. When 
however a man has a man's heart in his body, * what can't 
be cured must be endured.' So when the hour arrived, 
bright, smiling and alert, and with no sign of his hidden 
sorrow, he accompanied Curly from Inverness to see him 
start on his perilous journey. 

When all the house was at rest Flora, attended by 
the faithful Jeannie, went forth into her lover's arms. 
Then, her courage subdued by her love, she melted into 
tears. 

* Oh, my love ! My prince ! ' she said, * fold me to 
your heart. Let me feel your strong arm around me, that 
I may know I am yours.' 

* Mine, and mine only, and always,' the young man 
replied. 

Pleasant all this for the other one to hear, and yet how 
the low, soft, sweet voice stirred and thrilled the pulses of 
the man's heart. * God, oh God ! ' he muttered through 
his closed teeth, * had this precious gift been but vouchsafed 
to me ! ' 

* Dearest,' said Curly, * let me introduce my best friend 
to you.' 

* Mr. Jamieson,' said Flora, extending her hand, * my 
husband's friends are mine.' 

* Madam,' said Jamieson, * should you ever need a friend 
you may rely on me.' 

* I shall remember,' she replied. 

Then she embraced Jeannie, and stepped into the 
coach. The girl turned away towards the house, silently 
weeping. 

The young men clasped hands, and bade each other 
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good-bye ; the postillions set spurs to their horses, and 
drove away. 

When the carriage was lost in the darkness, Willie 
walked rapidly towards the coach office to catch the Inver- 
ness mail, so as to return to his duties on the morrow. 
*They are a bonnie couple,' he muttered to himself, *and 
I think she has ballast enough to keep him straight. 
They ought to be happy — and yet — " I've an ill-divining 
heart." I shall miss him more than I thought I should ; 
he has frank and pleasant ways — and then he's so like my 
little brother Sandie, that's dead — the- same laugh, the 
same curly pow, the same bright blue eyes. I don't know 
whether it was the laugh, or the pow, or the eyes that 
first drew me to him. As for her, she loves him, and if 
he only proves worthy of her, and they are happy, what 
matters all the rest ? Ah ! here we are.' So saying, he 
entered the archway of the * White Horse,' where the mail 
was waiting. 

That very hour Deempster dreamt that the woman he 
loved had fled from her father's home with the * play-actor 
fellow.' The thought maddened his brain, and burst the 
bonds of sleep. 

Without an instant's delay he slipped into his clothes, 
and, regardless of the rain and the darkness, rushed 
down the High Street. 

From the opposite direction came the tramp of horses* 
feet at a gallop, the rattle of wheels, and the loud tantara 
of the guard's horn. It was the Northern mail on its 
way to Inverness. 

The sounds got nearer and nearer, till at length they 
were close upon him. 

As he stepped aside, and clung to the wall to let the 
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coach pass, for a moment a vivid sheet of lightning iUu- 
mined the horizon as brightly as if it had been noontide. 

Looking up he saw Jamieson on the box ; the next 
moment the coach had vanished. 

The sight of the young tragedian confirmed his sus- 
picions, and he growled * Curse the long-legged brute! 
What can have brought him here at this unearthly hour ? 
What but to help the other scoundrel to rob me of the 
light of my life ? Yes, yes, it must be so. Perhaps it 

may not be too late ; perhaps ' And so, with hell 

raging in his heart, he ran fast as his feet could carry 
him to the Gairloch Head. 

In her agitation, Jeannie had forgotten to bolt the 
door. Deempster dashed it open, and rushing headlong into 
McAllister's room,, startled him out of his drunken slumber 
by giving vent to his suspicions. At first the old man was 
half dazed, but as soon as he could comprehend the state 
of afiairs he jumped up as if he had been shot. A minute 
later, and they were in Flora's chamber. It was too late ! 

When he found the bird had flown, McAllister turned 
pale as death. 

* Go down, Danl, go down,' said he, * and bring me 
my dog whip.' 

Deempster strode down stairs, and returned immedi- 
ately with the whip. 

A moment after they burst open Jeannie's room. Poor 
Jeannie ! She had overheard all, but she pretended to sleep. 

c That'll do,' roared McAllister. * Come out o' that ; 
none of your humbug with me.' And he sent the whip 
flying around her earp. * Where is she ? tell me ! Blast 
you ! tell me, you young Jezebel, or I'll cut the liver out 
of you ! ' 
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The girl sprang from her bed and confronted him, with 
her teeth set and her eyes a-glare* Then, folding her arms 
she said, * Cut awa', but de'il a word youll get out o' 
Jeannie,' 

* Curse you, then ; take that — and that ! ' roared the 
infririated father, as he sent the whip writhing into her 
tender flesh. Fortunately the girl had thrown herself 
upon the bed in her clothes, a circumstance to which she 
probably owed her life. Mad with rage, McAllister plied 
the whip until she dropped down senseless. Then 
Deempster intervened. * It's no use whipping a dead dog,* 
said he. * D — n her ! there let her lie ! They're gone 
North by the mail ; we haven't a moment to lose. I'll 
gang and see the horses ready while you get dressed.' 

Half-an-hour later a coach and four horses, with two 
postillions, were at the door. Both men examined the 
priming of their pistols, both filled their flasks with 
spirits, then off they went through the night and the 
darkness. 

When the chase commenced the lovers had barely two 
hours' start ; their destination was St. Andrews. Imme- 
diately on their arrival they were to be married by a young 
clergyman, a friend and fellow-student of Curly's. 

As they sped through the night, what were rain, storm, 
or tempest to them? Their arms clasped round each 
other, their kisses on each other's lips — ^they were in 
heaven I The horses were strong and well-trained, the 
postillions were wiry and indefatigable — on, on they went, 
little dreaming that they were already being hotly pur- 
sued. 

At last dawn struggled over the Grampians. It was a 
duU grey morning, the rain stiU came drizzUng down, and 
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the sun strove in vain to emerge from the mist. What 
mattered that? The love in their hearts made sunshine 
enough to illumine the universe. When they pulled up, 
Curly alighted eagerly. Imagine his consternation when 
he discovered they had arrived not at Dundee, where he 
intended to cross the Firth of Tay by Broughty Ferry, but 
at a miserable fishing village miles and miles higher up 
in the direction of Perth ! The truth was, after changing 
horses at Forfar, the poor postillions, soaked through and 
through, half blinded by the rain and sleet, and wholly 
fogged by too frequent potations of * mountain dew,' had 
taken a wrong turning and lost their way in the dark. 
To reach Dundee was now impossible, for the horses were 
thoroughly blown, and the drunken idiots refused to 
budge another foot. To make matters still pleasanter, the 
storm, which had lulled for a moment, now burst into a 
hurricane, the sea leaped mountains high, and at this 
point the Firth was absolutely impassable. They must 
wait the cessation of the storm. 

Alas ! that waiting ! 

If they were only at the other side, the holy words 
once said, all the fathers and lovers in the world could 
not unsay them. Anyhow, there was no help for it, so 
they rested all that day at the village inn. It was a day 
of doubts and fears — a day of delicious hopes and despe- 
rate anxieties. 

With all poor Curly's follies he had the heart of a man 
and the instincts of a gentleman. Although he had told 
the innkeeper that Flora and he were man and wife, 
yet, lest the breath of slander should hereafter taint her 
name, he slept that night at the ferry-house, or rather he 
tried to sleep, for he could scarcely close his eyes for 
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impatience and anxiety. As for Flora , she slept, and 
dreamt she was in Elysium. 

Meanwhile, the irate father and the angry lover en 
countered midway on the journey to Inverness Mr. Ballan- 

tyne, £eu;tor to the Duke of A , who was driving post 

haste to Aberdeen. He had come by the direct route on 
the highway, and had changed horses where the mail 
stopped two hours before. The fugitives were not among 
the passengers, of that he was quite certain, and it would 
have been impossible for them to have reached Inverness 
by any other conveyance without his encountering them 
on the road. More than that, he had been at the theatre 
the night previous, when an apology was made for Curly, 
who had been announced, strangely enough, for the part 
of Tangent in * The Way to get Married.' It was alleged 
by Johnston that *Mr. Campbell had disappeared at a 
moment's notice, and gone no man knew whither.' 

With curses both loud and deep McAllister and Deemp- 
ster retraced their steps, and returned to Aberdeen in 
company with Ballantyne; then changing horses, they 
turned their faces towards the south. 
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CHAPTER IV* 

ON THE TRACK. 

FTEB a night of horrors, Curly arose with the 
sun, and rushed to the window. The sea was 
still raging furiously. The ferry-boat was a 
mere cockle-shell; 'twould be sheer madness 
to try the passage till the storm abated. Then he went 
to look up the postillions and the horses to see if it were 
possible to get on as far as Dundee. Alas ! the postillions 
were now hopelessly drunk — the horses dead beat and 
lame besides. Obviously there was nothing for it but to 
wait. He walked by the shore, and tried to cool his 
fevered brain in vain. Then he turned into the inn. 

Flora was already up, rosy as her namesake, and hungry 
as a hunter. No bread-and-butter Miss this, but a woman 
— a true, large-hearted woman — with a well-balanced mind 
enshrined in a well-balanced body. She was elate and 
confident ; he was feverish and anxious. 

The breakfast, which consisted of an abundance of 
fish, fresh from the sea an hour ago, a dish of ham and 
eggs, and delicious fresh bannocks and butter, lay un- 
touched before Curly. 

As for Flora, she had the healthy appetite of young, 
fresh, vigorous womanhood, and was not ashamed of it. 
iShe did ample justice to the simple fare. 
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He couldn't taste a morsel, and called for whisky. 

She looked on with wondering eyes, astonished, and, 
it must be confessed, not over-pleased. 

When he had got a dram or two down he began to 
pick up a little, and trifled with the breakfast, but it was 
in vain. He became fretful and irritable ; every sound 
disconcerted him — ^the waiters' footsteps in the passage, 
the creaking of the door, the whistling of the wind. 

All at once, as if by magic, the storm ceased, the sea 
became calm as a mill-pool. The ferryman came bustling 
in. 

* The ferry was a' richt the noo. If the laty and the 
shentlemans would like to cross, David would be ready for 
them in twa minutes.' 

Curly became radiant ; in fact, became the young 
hero Flora's fancy had painted him. Eecovering his 
appetite, he attacked the breakfast vigorously. 

As he did so the clatter of horses' hoofs and the roll of 
distant carriage wheels were heard. At the sound he 
started to his feet, and turned pale. 

* What's the matter, my love ? ' inquired Flora. 

* Nothing,' he replied. * Nothing, darling, nothing ; 
only I'm not quite myself this morning. Slip on your hat 
and cloak, dearest, while I settle the bill.' So saying, he 
rang the bell, and Flora left the room to prepare for her 
departure. 

The doddering old landlady came creeping along like 
a snail, and snail-like departed to make out her bill. 
Meanwhile the sound of the approaching carriage wheels 
got nearer. * Gracious God ! ' he exclaimed, * should it 

be ? How long will this horrible old woman be 

making out her beastly bill ? How long is Flora going to 
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be ? She might be getting herself up for a presentation 
at Court ! ' 

At last the bill came, and was paid — at last Flora had 
completed her hasty toilette. 

The sounds were getting nearer. The ferryman was 
ready and waiting. A moment more, and 

Leaving the house rapidly, and hurrying down towards 
the ferry, some three hundred yards distant, they stepped 
on board the boat. 

At that moment a carriage and four horses, in a 

* lather of sweat,' galloped like mad round the corner of 
the hill immediately overhanging the beach. Two men 
jumped out. The one roared, in a voice of thunder, 

* Hold there ! Come back, or by I'll shoot the pair 

of you ! ' 

Flora sprang before her lover like a lioness defending 
her young, and called out : 

* Shoot me first, then ! ' 

In his rage McAllister fired, and would certainly have 
killed her, had not Deempster struck up his hand. He 
then called out to the ferryman, * Ho ; you there, David 
Donaldson ! You ken me ; I'm Dan'l Deempster, of Strath- 
mines. You see these ? ' and he flourished a handful of 
greasy one-pound notes. * They are yours if you put back 
and land those two.' 

There was a moment's pause, and the ferryman re- 
mained irresolute. Then Curly produced a handful of 
sovereigns and forced them upon him, whispering : 

* All yours now, and as much more when we land on 
the other side ! ' 

David hesitated no longer ; he pocketed the gold, and 
?ang out with a laugh, ^ Heigh, Strathmines, a bird in the 
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hand is worth twa in the bush : paper is guid, but gold is 
better ! ' 

* Ay, mon,' replied Deempster ; * but lead goes further 
than either in a pinch like this ! See that, noo ! ' As he 
spoke he fired, and hit the side of the rowlock nearest to 
him, completely carrying it away. 

* Now, David, my mannie,' he continued, < be advised ; 
for if I fire again I shall put a bullet in your shoulder as 
sure as my name's Dan'l Deempster.' 

There was an awkward pause, then the ferryman replied, 
^ Say nae mair ! say nae mair, Strathmines ! Eneugh is as 
guid as a feast ; I'm comin' back.' 

So saying, with a sudden and dexterous movement, 
he swung the boat round and headed her for the shore. 
He had reckoned, however, without Flora, who was sitting 
behind him in the stem. With a movement as sudden 
and as dexterous as his own, she plucked the fellow 
from his seat, down came his head athwart the gunwale, 
and there he lay, stunned and senseless. 

Unfortunately in the struggle one of the oars was 
unshipped and fell overboard, where it drifted out of 
reach. Curly, who was a capital boatman, seized the re- 
maining oar, and tried to scull out to sea. 

The ferry was only two or three miles wide. If wind 
and tide served, it was a mere nothing; but unfortu- 
nately the tide was coming in, and the wind was dead 
in his teeth. At first his skill and strength stood him 
in good stead. The prospect of the reward nerved his 
arni and gave him added power — on the one side, love 
life, happiness ; on the other, ah ! he didn't like to think 
of that! Flora encouraged him with sweet and tender 
words, while McAllister raved like a maniac, and had it not 
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been for Deempster, would most certainly have shot the 
young man, who presented a tempting mark as he Btood 
at the stem, sculling away. Dan'l, however, merely said : — 
• It's just sinful waste of powder and shot, to say 
nothing of misprison of manslaughter. Bide a wee ! Hell 
be glad to let her drift in by and bye ! ' 



So saying, he unyoked a pair of horses, and desiring 
the postiUions to follow with the coach, he and M'Allister 
rode leisurely along the side of the Frith, keeping pace 
with the boat. 
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Despite all Curly's efforts, although she drifted down 
towards the sea, it was all he could do to keep her from 
running ashore into the very arms of the enemy. Flora was 
for going out, upon the chance of either landing at Dundee 
or of being picked up by some ship in the offing. All the 
strength was leaving his body, but all the courage remained 
strong in her heart. 

*Let us go out to sea, darling,' she said. *We can 
only die ; and better death than life without you ! ' 



At length they were opposite a small fishing village. 
The fishermen, who were mending their nets in front of 
theircottages,sprangtotheir feet, and stood horror-stricken 
at the sight of the frail skiff and the two helpless creatures 
drifting out to destruction. 

A low, moaning sound came over the water ; the boat 
trembled beneath them. Curly knew what that signified; 
so did the fishermen ; so did Deempster. 

' What does it mean ? ' M'Allister inquired. 

* It means,' replied Deempster, ' that if they are not 
ashore in ten minutes no power on earth can save them. 
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Sh^% game te go down — I can see it in her eyes ; but that 
white-livered hound hasn't the pluck to go through with it. 
They'll be ashore in five minutes ! ' 

The fellow was right. Poor Curly ^ had not the pluck ' 
to see the woman he loved dearer than his own life go 
down to death before his eyes while he had the power 
to save her. He therefore gradually suffered the boat to 
drift ashore. 

The moment before they landed she said, * Eemember, 
I'm your wife, darling — ^your wife. Tell them that, and 
they dare not part us ! ' 

Now, of course Curly knew well enough that the 
statement he had made to the innkeeper, combined with 
certain corroborating circumstances, would constitute 
them, according to the Scottish law, really man and wife. 
But he loved her too well to suffer the shadow of shame 
to fall upon her. 

As the boat touched the beach, a couple of fishermen 
moored it, while a couple more carried out the poor ferry 
man, who was still senseless, and took him to the nearest 
cottage. 

Then Curly sprang forth, and, taking Flora in his 
arms, lifted her ashore. Taking off his hat, and bowing 
formally to McAllister, he said, ^ I am at your service, sir.' 

Meanwhile Deempster had arranged with Sandy 
M'Diarmid (the head man of the village) for the 
use of his cottage during the forthcoming interview. 
M^AUister, keeping his hand upon his pistol, indicated by 
an expressive gesture that he wished the lovers to precede 
him. Curly gave his arm to Flora, and the two followed 
the Laird of Strathmines, being in their turn followed by 
M^AUister. 

D 2 
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Standing on the threshold of the cottage was a tall, 
weird-looking woman, with hair white as snow, and large 
dark eyes, with an eerie, far-away look in them. Elspeth 
M'Diarmid (for it was Sandy's wife) stooped a little, but 
when she encountered Deempster she straightened herself 
and stood erect, looking him full in the face, as she 
muttered, * The evil een ! the evil een ! ' 

When she caught sight of Curly and Flora she ex- 
claimed * Puir laddie ! puir lassie ! ' and then with a smile 
of rare sweetness, she said to Flora : — 

* Come ben, my bonnie dearie ! ' 

Flora took the old woman's hand, and went into the 
cottage without a word. Curly was about to follow, when 
he was intercepted by Deempster, pistol in hand. 

Then McAllister said, ^ Dan'l, I wish to speak to my 
daughter alone. Mind this man doesn't cross the thres- 
hold, and don't lose sight of him until I am ready for 
him!' 

* Trust me for that,' said Deempster, his hand upon 
his trigger. The night was now falling into darkness, and 
the villagers had dispersed, leaving the rivals alone to- 
gether. 

As Curly made another step towards the door Deemp-^ 
ster presented his pistol, remarking with a grim sort of 
pleasantry, * Mr. Player-man, this pistol is loaded with 
slugs, and if you have any regard for your health you will 
steer clear of the muzzle ! ' 

The other clenched his fist and gnashed his teeth at 
his own impotence. * If I only had a weapon ! If I only 
had a weapon ! ' he muttered, while he paced to and fro, 
and Deempster mounted guard at the gates of his Paradise. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE WHITE FEATHER. 

IME wore on. Presently the chaise and pair 
drove up — the postillions alighted to take 
their orders from Strathmines. He gave them 
in a low tone of voice — Curly could not dis- 
tinguish a word— he saw the men, however, yoke 
McAllister's horse in front of the other two, and he noted 
that they had saddled and bridled Deempster's horse. 
Then they sat down and began to smoke their pipes. 
What could it all mean ? 

Half-an-hour later McAllister appeared at the door, and 
spoke in an undertone to Deempster, who gave further 
orders to the postillions, and then turning to his rival, said 
in a curt, insolent manner, ' Hi ! you sir, step this way, 
and look alive about it ! ' 

Curly paused a moment, as who should say, * Am I 
a man, or a dog, to be thus spoken to ? But after all, it 
is for her sake, for hers ! ' And so he entered the room. 
To his astonishment she was not there. The door closed 
after him with a bang, and he found himself entrapped. 
He was confronted on the one hand by McAllister, on the 
other by Deempster, both desperate men, with loaded 
pistols in their hands. He was a prisoner, alone, unarmed, 
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defenceless ! There was a moment's pause — then McAllis- 
ter handed to Deempster a sheet of paper, on which a few 
lines were hastily scrawled. 

* Will it do ? ' he inquired. 

* Yes,' responded the other. 

* Now, you sir,' said McAllister, * listen to what I am 
about to say, and don't interrupt me. Fifty years ago, if 
a fellow like you ' 

* Fellow me no fellows, sir,' replied Cm-ly, * I am a 
Campbell.' 

* Campbell be d d ! They were aye a set of thiev- 
ing caterans, the best of them, but they were men, not 
spangle jacks, and I tell you that fifty years ago, had the 
best o' your blood done to a McAllister what you have done 
to me and mine this day, my forbears would have given 
him Jedburgh law — ^they'd have hanged him first, and tried 
him after ! You're not worth swinging for, else I'd think 
no more of shooting you than wringing the neck of a muir 
fowl.' 

* You are Flora's father, sir, and for her sake I endure 
these shameful words.' 

* You'll endure more, before I've done ! Now, listen, 
if you've any regard for your life, answer me clearly and 
quickly, and above all truthfully. Yon demented girl 
swears that you are her husband, that I know to be a lie I 
But she has been in your charge two days and nights. 
Have you wronged her ? ' 

* If any other man had asked me the question I think 
I should know how to answer him. You are her father, 
and I forgive you ; but, as God is my judge, she is as pure 
as when she left your roof two nights ago ! ' 

* And she is not your wife ? ' 
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* Would to Heaven she were ! 

* Good. Now read this paper.' 

Curly took up the paper, and read these cniel words : — 

* These presents are to attest that Flora McAllister is 
not my wife ; and I call God to witness that neither 
now nor hereafter will I seek to become her husband. 

• Dudhope Ferry, May 12th, 18—.' 

* You have read ? ' said McAllister. 
Curly assented in silence. 

c Now ; your answer ? ' 

*My answer is this/ said the young man, tearing 
the paper in pieces, and casting the fragments to his feet. 

* Just so,' said McAllister. * Dan'l, copy yon paper 
once more.' >-...' 

Strathmines locked the outer door, and putting the 
key in his pocket, began to write. As he wrote, not a 
sound could be heard save the scribbling of the pen on the 
paper. 

While the old man locked the inner door Curly looked 
through the window. It was small — so small that there 
was no possibility of escape that way. No human being 
appeared within sight or sound. Then he looked towards 
the fireplace. There lay the poker, a primitive and un- 
romantic weapon, it is true ; but if he could only reach it ! 
Quickly as he moved towards the hearthstone McAllister 
was quicker still, with the pistol at his head. 

c No you don't, my mannie,' said he, grimly. * Is the 
paper done, Dan'l ? ' 

c It is,' replied the other. 

c Bead it aloud, then, that there may be no mistake 
about it r 
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Deempster read it. It was textually word for word 
with the document which Curly had destroyed. * Now,' 
said McAllister, * there's my watch,' and he placed it 
on the table. *It's now five-and-twenty minutes past 
four ; if at half-past you've not signed that paper, by 
the living God I'll chance this world and the next, and 
put the contents of this pistol into your head the next 
minute ! ' 

The young man darted towards the door, but was 
intercepted by Deempster, also pistol in hand. Poor 
Curly ! he was anything but a hero, but a better or braver 
man might have felt daunted, placed between the pistols 
of these stalwart and desperate men. He loved Flora 
McAllister better than anything in the world — ^better even 
tnaud^. If by sacrificing his own life he could have 
saved hers, I think he would have found courage to do 
so. But he reasoned that she was safe enough for the 
present; besides, while there was life there was hope. 
These and a thousand other thoughts passed through his 
mind during those five minutes. Five minutes, did I say ? 
I should have said five ages of agony ! 

* Time's up,' said McAllister, cocking his pistol. 

c One moment,' said Curly. * i ^u gjgn ^{^ paper on 
two conditions.' 

c Name them,' said the old man sternly. 

c First, that you will promise me not to coerce your 
daughter into marrying this ' (indicating Deempster) * or 
any other man.' 

McAllister ruminated a moment, and said, * I promise.' 

c Next — that you'll let me say *< Good-bye " to her — 
before you if you desire it, but not before yonder man.* 

c Yonder man's ' eyes flashed fire, and Curly heard the 



THE WHITE FEATHER 41 

click of his pistol, but the hate in his heart gave him 
courage, and he faced his enemy to his teeth. 

McAllister — ^was he thinking, I wonder, that he had 
been young once himself? — ^interposed with, 

* That'll do, Dan'l. Confound it ! we can't have it all 
our own way, and our own way of having it too ! The lad 
shall say " Good-bye " to her.' 

* You promise that I shall see her, then ? ' 

* I promise. Now sign.' 

* God help me ! ' exclaimed Curly. * I'm signing away 
her life and my own with my heart's blood ! ' And so he 
was, poor wretch ! 

McAllister took the paper, and turning to Deempster, 
said, * Now, Dan'l — see the carriage ready.' 

Strathmines strode from the house, livid, but silent. 
McAllister unlocked the inner door, and, going to the foot 
of the stairs, called Flora. 

In a moment's time she was in the room — there was 
no fear about Aer. She went straight over to her lover, 
threw her arms round him, and kissed him before her 
father's fece. That kiss never left the unhappy man's lips 
till the day of his death. Afterwards she remembered 
that he was cold as ice. At that moment, however, she 
merely thought that he was worn out with the strain of 
the voyage. As she took his arm, and leaned her head 
upon his shoulder, the hot blood rushed from her heart 
to her glowing cheeks, while he stood pale as death, 
motionless as marble. 

Not a word had yet been spoken. At length her 
father handed her the paper. She read it, and quick as 
lightning, with a movement of repulsion as though she 
had been stung by an adder, she withdrew herself from 
Curly's arm. 
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* Did you — did you ? ' she inquired, looking at him. 
She might as well have spoken to the dead — ^the man was 
berefit of speech, paralysed with grief and shame — ^he 
could not meet her eyes. Then she turned to her father 
and said, 

* Is it true ? Did he do this shameful thing ? ' 

The old man, overawed by her great grief, bowed his 
head, and averted his face in silence. She paused. It 
seemed as if the splendour of her beauty was gone — asr if 
the lustre had faded from her eyes, and she had in that 
moment grown old and grey. No trace of the old music 
remained as she said, with scarce a tremor in her voice, 

* How cold it has grown ! Please, father, take me 
home I ' And so she passed forth into the darkness. 

And he? Poor wretch ! For a moment he seemed to 
lead a dual existence— his soul had left his body, and looked 
with loathing on the miserable thing it once inhabited. 

Hark ! What's that ? 

The clatter of horses' hoofs — the roll of carriage- 
wheels ! 

The sounds brought him back to life. Like a madman 
he rushed from the house screaming, * Flora ! Flora ! My 
darling — my love — my life I It was for your sake — only 
listen — one word — one word I ' 

He heard — ^at least, he always thought to his dying 
day that he heard, her voice calling to him for help. 

He gained upon them. As he reached the comer of 
the hill, the moon burst forth from behind the clouds. 
A man on horseback intervened as the carriage passed out 
of sight. Deempster, for it was he, as he rose in the 
stirrups, exclaimed, 
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* I've been waiting for this ever since the night of the 
baU! 

Blast you I Take this — ^and that ! ' 

And he struck the young man twice across the face 
with the thong end of his heavy whip — ^almost blinding 
him ; then, reversing his grip, with the butt end, which 
was of loaded buckthorn, he dealt him one tremendous 
blow on the head which laid him on the ground. 

For a moment the Laird of Strathmines smiled upon 
the feUen man, then he growled, 

* That's a quittance in full, my bold play-actor, for all 
outstanding accounts 'twixt you and Dan'l Deempster ! ' 

With that he put spurs to his horse, and rode away in 
triumph, leaving his rival stunned, bleeding, senseless —all 
but dead ! 



CHAPTER VI. 

AT BAT. 

URING the 
journey home- 
wards Flora 
remained si- 
lent. It was 
in vain that 
her father 
tried to draw 
her into con- 
versation. 

She remain- 
ed obdurate, 
cold and hard 
as the granite 
of her native 
city. 

When they 
changed horsea M*AUister got out, and left her to herself 
and sorrow, while he monnted and rode the rest of the 
journey with Deempster, who by thia time was savagely 
drunk. Decidedly Danl waa not pleaaant company. Black 
C^e sat behind him, and a iair head, dabbled in blood, 
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when it was not before him, was beside him always — 
so the two men rode on in silence till they reached 
Aberdeen. 

Flora found Jeannie MTherson hovering 'twixt life 
and death. The name of the perpetrator of the outrage 
was darkly hinted amongst the servants, but no one dared 
to speak out. Of course Flora had her own suspicions. 

* It is an ill wind that blows nobody good,' and, it was 
well for the girl that her young mistress had returned, 
or McAllister would have found that his brutality had 
betrayed him to murder. Poor Jeannie's sufferings some- 
what diverted Flora's mind from her own trouble. Her 
first duty now was to her faithful handmaiden, whom 
she nursed with assiduous tenderness. 

Next morning at daybreak, when the fishermen went 
out to cast their nets, they found Curly lying, bathed in 
blood, where he had fallen the night before. Save for 
some faint pulsation of the heart, he was to all appearance 
quite dead. M*Diarmid and three or four of the men 
carried the poor creature to Sandy's cottage, where the 
good wife applied fomentations, and for hours and hours 
chafed the frigid limbs till they slowly revived to life, 
but consciousness and speech had wholly left him. At 
last they succeeded in forcing a spoonful or two of whisky 
and milk down his throat, and thus they kept body and 
soul together for some days. 

At length David Donaldson had got the better of his 
fall, and was for returning to the Ferry. He had a kind 
heart, had honest Davie, and when he saw poor Curly in 
this woeful plight, he forgave him his own crack on the 
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head, whlcli was a stinger, and remembered only that 
Curly had given him nine golden sovereigns. Then he 
volunteered to go to Dundee, and * spring ' a guinea for a 
surgeon. 

In a few hours he returned with Dr. Dixon, the &mou8 
theatrical physician, who recognised Curly instantly, 
despite his battered condition. 

* Good God ! ' exclaimed the doctor, * this is ah awful 
business. Concussion of the brain — compound fracture ! 
Who did it ? It's murder or manslaughter at the least ! 
No accident here, but a foul blow. Who did it ? D'ye 
hear?' 

M'Diarmid replied, * De'il o' me kens or ony o' thae 
chaps,' pointing to the group of fishermen. 

* We found the puir laddie lying at the foot o' the great 
muckle hill, yestreen was a week past.' 

That was all the information Dixon could obtain. 
Doubtless M^Diarmid and Davie had their suspicions as 
to how the outrage had occurred, but they kept their own 
counsel for the present. 

Dixon wasted no time in words. He decided that his 
patient must be taken to Dundee at once. Without 
delay the poor fellow was carried down to the coach, and 
M^Diarmid and Elspeth accompanied Davie and the doctor, 
the guidwife tenderly nursing Curly's head upon her lap 
all the way, and never quitting him till he was safely 
ensconced in the Infirmary. The poor soul had a son of 
his age fighting the Queen's battles far away in India — so 
she kissed his fevered brow, and muttered, 

* Puir bairn I It's my heart that's sair for ye. Puir 
laddie ! puir laddie ! It's wae for the mither that bare ye.' 

When M^Diarmid led her from the room she hissed in 
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his ear, * Sandy, 'twas yon mucHe lang loon with the 
corbie's beak and the evil een that did it. But hell 
never prosper with the lassie, nor with aught else.' 

Curly's case was one that almost baffled the faculty, 
but Dr. Dixon was not to be beaten ; he had made up his 
mind to save his patient, and save him he did at last. 
Perchance it had been better for the poor fellow had he 
died then and there. The good Samaritans at the In- 
firmary nursed him by day, watched over him by night 
with unceasing tenderness and care, anticipating his every 
wish, his every look. 

When at length, after months of darkness and delirium 
the light of reason began to dawn, there was general 
rejoicing throughout the place, for they had grown to love 
the poor creature, even as though he were their own kith 
and kin. Every morning when Dr. Dixon came in his 
patient's face would light up into the shadow of a smile, 
and his eyes would follow his nurse with a kind of dumb, 
dog-like gratitude. Though speech was denied him he 
could distinguish all that was said to him, and it was 
quite touching to see him gently take the hand of nurse 
or doctor, and kiss it with some of the old grace. 

When at length Jeannie MTherson recovered, she 
could scarcely recognise her beautiful young mistress in 
the stern, grey woman to whom she owed her life. As 
soon as she was able to speak coherently Flora insisted 
on the truth. When the girl told her all. Flora's anger 
against McAllister ripened into openly avowed indigna- 
tion, and the Estrangement between father and child was 
complete. As for Deempster, she had always disliked 
him, now she positively loathed the sight of the man. He 
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was a constant visitor, bat whenever he entered the room 
she left it — whenever he aat down to table she rose, and 
quitted it without a word. 

One day the two men had been drinking together, and 
M'Alliater brought the other into dinner. As soon as 
Flora eaw him she rose and turned towards the door. 

' Bide a wee, Flora,' said M'Allister. ' It's time to 



put a stop to this nonsense. You may as well accustom 
yourself to Strathmines' company, because I've given my 
word that you are to be his wife.' 

* And Mr. Deempster ? ' she inquired, coldly. 

'Why, look here, Flora,' replied Danl. 

At the very Bound of his voice she drew herself up 
disdainfully. 
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' Sir, she said, * I liave already given my &ther an 
answer, bat evidently he has not been frank with jou. I 
shall never marry. If my marriage could save the world 
and all that is in it from destruction, you are the last man 



on earth that I could ever call husband. Gracious God ! * 
she cried, bursting out, 'can this creature not see how X 
hate him ? I loathe the very sound of his voice. Hia 
sight is poison to me I For you, sir,' she said, turning to 
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her father, * if everjyou suflFer this man to obtrude himself 
on me again, I quit your roof the next moment.' 

She then left the room. From that time forth she 
confined herself to her own apartments ; except for her 
faithful Jeannie, she was always alone. 

So, after all their scheming, after all their violence, it 
had come to this : — ^Three lives blighted, two hearts broken, 
and the Laird of Strathmines further oflF than ever from 
the one object on which he had centred his hopes, in this 
world and the next. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

GOOD SAMARITANS. 

IX months and more had elapsed since Willie 
and Curly had parted, Jamieson thought it 
strange, after all Donald's protestations, that 
he had never once written, and the soft place 
in his heart grew sore. 

At length the time arrived for the return of the 
company to Aberdeen, 

One morning soon after his arrival he found a letter 
on the breakfast table. It was an oflScial-looking docu- 
ment, written on blue paper. On the outside was printed in 
bold characters, * Eoyal Infirmary, Dundee,' The super- 
scription was in a strange hand. Eagerly tearing open 
the envelope, he read these six words : — 

* Dear Willie, — Come to me, — Curly.' 

Feeble and indistinct as were the characters, there 
was no mistake about the writer. Without waiting for 
food or anything else, Willie ran down to Johnston's 
lodgings, showed him the letter, and asked leave of 
absence. The manager, who was not without just cause 
for complaint against Curly for * bolting ' at a moment's 
notice, and leaving him in the lurch, said, 

' Go, my lad — go at once. There's something wrong, 
depend on't. Do you want any tin ? ' 
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* Well, I'm not all over money, sir, and I may want 
something when I get to Dundee,' 

* Well — take ten pounds. Will that be enough ? ' 

* Quite enough.' 

* Stop. Should you need any more, send for it, and 
tell the young beggar that the old berth is open to him 
if he likes to come back. Good-bye, and good luck to 
you. Drop me a line as soon as you see how the land 
lies, and take a week's leave of absence. I'll play Mac- 
beth to-night, and arrange the business for the rest of the 
week without you.' 

Next morning, by eleven o'clock Jamieson was at the 
Infirmary, in Dundee. Doctor Dixon told him, as far as 
he knew, all that had happened, then they went to the 
invalid's room together. They found him sleeping tran- 
quilly — but, oh, so changed — so worn and wasted — the 
sight went to Willie's heart. When Curly awoke he 
looked up, their eyes met, there was a convulsive move- 
ment about the mouth and the muscles of the throat, then 
he gasped out the first articulate words he had uttered 
for months, * Willie, dear old chap, I knew you'd come.' 
With that, he put his wasted arms round the other's neck, 
and burst out crying like a child. 

The doctor blew his nose till it resounded like a speak- 
ing trumpet, and withdrew, leaving orders for the two 
young men to be left alone. Thanks to his influence, 
they slept in the same room, so that they were not sepa- 
rated night or day during his short visit. After that 
Curly's recovery, though still slow, was certain. Jamieson 
was, of course, anxious to know what had really occurred 
since their parting, and how it was that the accident or 
outrage had happened. One day he broached the subject, 
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but at the mere mention of Flora's name the other fell 
into a paroxysm of grief, which was not only terrible to 
behold, but caused a relapse of so serious a character as 
to be attended with great danger. 

That morning, when Doctor Dixon came, he found his 
patient trembling, convulsed, and speechless. The work 
of months had been undone in an instant. 

* What's up ? ' he inquired. 

When Jamieson explained, he grunted, * Oh, a woman, 
of course. I might have known that ; there always is a 
woman ! That explains the rest. There is a man, then, 
doubtless — ^another man — ^^and he it is who has smashed 
this poor lad's skull. D'ye ken the murdering thief ? ' 

* I think I do,' replied Willie. * If I were sure of it ! 
If only I were sure of it.' 

* Anyhow, you may be quite sure of one thing,' said 
Dixon. *The blow that nearly bludgeoned your friend 
out of life came from a loaded weapon of some sort.' 

* If I live,' said the other, ^ I'll find it out. I know 
the man — he may escape the law, but,' and he set his 
teeth, * he shall not escape me. It may not be to-day, 
nor to-morrow, nor next week—but, sooner or later I'll 
have it out with him as sure as my name's Willie 
Jamieson.' And so the matter dropped for the present. 

The doctor gave his patient a composing draught, and 
next day he began to mend again, though slowly. 

At the end of the week Willie had to return to 
Aberdeen to wind up the season and to take his benefit. 
When he told Curly that he must go, he moaned piteously. 

* You're not going to leave me so soon ? ' But he was 
re-assured when Willie told him that he would return in 
a fortnight. 

When Jamieson got back to Aberdeen, he went 
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straight to McAllister's house, and asked to see Flora. The 
old man was characteristically insolent, and demanded 
to know c what the blazes he wanted with his daughter ? ' 
A little insolence went a long way with Jamieson, who 
could be dangerous when he was angered, and Mr. 
McAllister concluded it was best to be civil, and even 
vouchsafed the information, that his daughter had gone 
to Edinburgh on a visit to her aunt. Upon the subject 
uppermost in both men's hearts they did not even touch. 

Jamieson departed in an evil mood to seek Deemp- 
ster's house. Fortunately for the Laird of Strathmines, 
he too had gone to Edinburgh. 

At length it was time to return to Dundee for the 
commencement of the season. 

Thanks to the consideration of the doctor and the 
house surgeon, the rules and regulations of the Infirmary 
were relaxed in favour of their patient, and all the 
members of the company — men, women, and children — 
were permitted to come and see him, bringing little 
presents of flowers and the like. These visits, instead of 
fatiguing, brought him daily fresh breaths of life from the 
outer world, and he began to rally rapidly. 

One day Elspeth M*Diarmid and her husband came 
over to see how he was getting on. The old woman had 
brought him a handful of primroses which she had plucked 
herself from the bumside. 

Although he had no actual recollection of her, some 
finer instinct, which took the place of memory, drew him 
towards her, and he said, ' Kiss me, mother.' As she did 
so, Elspeth's heart stirred within her at the thought of her 
own boy fighting in the wild Mahratta wars far away, and 
a tear fell on the lad's brow as she turned from him in 
silence. 
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As she was leaving the infirmary with Sandy, whom 
should she encounter at the door but Jamieson, who 
had just returned from rehearsal. * Sandy, Sandy 1 ' the 
old woman said, or rather screamed. * Look at the laddie, 
the bonnie laddie ! I ha'e seen him thrice by day and 
thrice by nicht, front to front wi' yon muckle beast with 
the corbie's beak and the evil een. Yance in the kirk- 
yard, yance in the glen, an' yance in the granite street. 
Twice afoot, and yance a horseback — yance hand to hand 
— yance wi' the bluidy brand i' the air. I see them the 
noo — and it's aye the same by day and nicht. Oh ! Aye ! 
Aye ! Oh 1 I've dreed my weird ! ' And down she fell. 
Willie came up to help her, and when she had recovered, 
which she did very soon, he inquired of the old man the 
meaning of this extraordinary scene. 

* Why, you see, sir,' said Sandy, ^ the guidwife has a 
wee bit second sight. It has been in the bluid of her 
forbears for generations, an' she's just mixed you up with 
yon' lad wi' the curly pow upstairs an' she aye mixes him 
wi' our ain Donald, who's in the Black Watch fighting out 
yon'er for the Queen, God bless her ! ' 

Jamieson's curiosity was aroused, so he told the old 
people that he was Curly's friend and brother, coaxed them 
into his lodgings, got them to eat and drink, and then in 
the fulness of their hearts, they told him all they knew 
of the business the other side of the water, and their sus- 
picions about Deempster. It seems that in some abnor- 
mal condition of trance or vision the old woman had seen 
Strathmines' murderous onslaught on Curly. At any rate, 
her recognition of Willie, whom she had never seen before, 
was, to say the least of it, very strange, and her premo- 
nition of some coming encounter between him and 
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Deempster was stranger still. When they parted, her 
last words were, 

' Beware the white horse and the whip — the whip with 
the thong at the tail, an' the prongs o' bnckthom at the 
head. Strike first, and strike hame, laddie ! ' 



That was the first and the last Willie saw of Elspeth 
M'Diarmid and her husband, but he had occasion to re- 
member her words later on. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

PARTING OF ORESTES AND PYLADES. 

UELY'S recovery now was a mere question of 
time. One day Dr. Dixon said to Jamieson : 

* I think your friend may leave the hospital 
in a week or so, but you must be very careful 
with him. Above all things keep him from drink. I 
fear he has a tendency that way, and any outburst of 
that description may prove fatal ; certainly to his reason, 
probably to his life ! Keep him from it, for God's sake ! * 

< With God's help I'll do my best,' said Willie. 

At the end of the week he took his poor friend to his 
lodgings, and tended him as if, indeed, he had been the 
little brother he had lost so long ago. As for Curly, he 
accompanied Willie daily to rehearsal, went with him at 
night to the theatre, assisted him to dress, followed him 
to the wings, trotted about after him like a dog. It was 
quite beautiful to note the devotion of these men to each 
other — more beautiful and more touching even than the 
love of woman. 

Warned by former experience, Jamieson was careful 
never again to refer to Flora, and Curly never even men- 
tioned her name, so henceforth the subject was tabooed 
between them. As to what passed through that tortured 
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brain and wounded heart none knew but God and himself. 
Let us hope that God helped him to bear his burden. 

Dr. Dixon was unremitting in his attentions, but he 
was stem in his discipline, and wouldn't permit his patient 
any stimulant beyond a pint of light claret and two or 
three whiflfs of tobacco daily. Of course Willie had to fall 
into the same regimen to set a good example. Curly had 
never smoked before, and the nicotean weed soothed him 
exceedingly. At first he dreaded the idea of acting again, 
but as he continued to gain health and strength a desire 
grew upon him to play for Willie's * benefit/ He kept 
the notion to himself for some time ; at last he took 
courage, and asked Dixon if he thought he might venture 
to act. This was exactly the healthful stimulant that the 
doctor desired, and he at once gave permission. Curly 
ran over the stage, a boy once more, caught Willie by 
both hands, and hugged him, as he exclaimed: 

* Look here, old man, I've got a surprise for you. , The 
Doctor says I may act for your benefit. Please may I play 
some little part — something like " Charles, his friend ? " ' 

* " Charles, his friend," be hanged ! ' replied Willie. 
* No, you shall play Charles, my brother. We'll do the 
School for Scandaly eh. Doctor ? Do you think it will be 
too much for him ? ' 

* Deuce a bit,' replied Dixon. 

From this moment Curly got better and better. 

At length the night of the benefit arrived. Willie's 
own abundant popularity, the romantic interest surround- 
ing Curly's reappearance, and the known attachment of 
the two young fellows to each other combined to make 
this night the event of the season. The house was full 
to overflowing, the musicians were crowded out by the 
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pittites, the overture was played on the stage. After the 
first act the poor orchestra was actually sent up to the 
* flies.' Then the box people were driven behind the 
scenes, and there they stood on the wings in sight of the 
audience. At length, in the last scene, the stage itself 
was more than half-filled, as in the old Elizabethan times, 
with the eZi^fi of the place, and when the tag was spoken, 
had it not been for the costumes, it would have been im- 
possible to distinguish the actors from the audience. 
Curly never acquitted himself better. He had taken a 
new lease of life — ^his career was about to begin afresh. 
Willie, too, had distinguished himself admirably — indeed, 
the comedy altogether was a great success. People 
crowded round the brothers and began to congratulate 
them. 

This performance was destined to form an epoch in 
the lives of the young actors. It so happened that that 
very night the managers of the Theatre Boyal, Drury 
Lane, and of the Theatre Eoyal, Edinburgh, were amongst 
the auditors. Next morning Curly received an offer for 
the ensuing season at Drury Lane, and Willie was en- 
gaged as principal tragedian for the Theatre Eoyal, Edin- 
burgh. A month afterwards they took leave of their dear 
old manager with many protestations of gratitude for past 
kindnesses, and went on their way to their respective 
engagements, travelling as far as Edinburgh together. 

Before the coach started for London Willie thrust a 
handful of coin upon Curly. It was half the amount of 
the Dundee benefit. The latter objected, for he had still 
a few pounds left, but the other would take no denial, 
and so, with aching hearts and tearful eyes, Orestes and 
Pylades parted. 



CHAPTER IX. 



BE 

principal 
tragedian 
in the 
metropolis 
of his na- 
tive land 
■as a great 
jnour fur 
the little 
hich stood 
the North 
linage, on ine site now 
occupied bj the General Post Oflfice, appeared to his un- 
sophisticated mind a palatial temple of the drama. When 
he reported himself to the manager that gentleman was 
dignified and even autocratic in demeanour. All he 
vouchsafed to say at the first interview was : 

' Kindly report yourself to the stage manager, sir, and 
he will introduce you to the green-room.' The young man 
looked a little blank at this cool reception, but wisely re- 
membering the adnge, ' When at Rome do as the Eoman^ 
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do,' he bowed himself out, and sought the stage-manager. 
He found that worthy entrenched at his table on the 
stage, surrounded by the prompter, the call-boy, the 
scene-painter, the carpenter, the prope^ty-nian, &c. The 
moment was not propitious for an introduction, so 
Willie bided his time, waiting in the prompt entrance. 
The quick eye of the pompous official spotted him out, 
however, in a moment, and without ceremony he desired one 
of his satellites to inquire * What the stranger wanted ? ' 
' The stranger ' did not want self-respect, and he intro- 
duced himself. 

Mr. B. had been an officer in the army, and was a 
martinet. He rose, however, bowed stiffly, and extending 
two fingers, snorted, *Glad to form your acquaintance, 
sir. This way, if you please,* So saying he led the 
way. 

As they approached, they heard the sound of pleasant 
voices and ripples of laughter, but when poor Willie and 
his escort entered the green-room (so called because there 
was nothing green in it, except occasionally some verdant 
youngster) it might have been a Quaker's meeting-house. 
There were about twenty gentlemen, and ten or twelve 
ladies of all ages and complexions, aU more or less stylish 
persons. 

Mr. B merely said, * Ladies and gentlemen, 

permit me to introduce a gentleman who has come to 
join us — Mr. Jamieson, from the Theatre Eoyal, Dundee.' 
Everyone bowed coldly, none more coldly than the new- 
comer. 

The Captain retired, and left Jamieson to make his 
way as best he could. 

Evidently the Green Room was not disposed to offer 
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him a cordial welcome. Theatres are very conservative 
institutions, and the corp% dramatique regarded the 
stranger as an interloper, and a possible trespasser on 
* vested interests.* 

There was a dead silence. At last one insolent young 
puppy, an incipient light comedian who had been taking 
stock of Jamieson through his eyeglass, superciliously 
remarked, 

' Dundee ! Ha ! h'm ! There is such a place some- 
where, I believe it is devoted to the manufacture of 
marmalade,' 

*Not entirely,' replied Willie, *They manufacture 
men there occasionally,' 

* Men, sir ? ' echoed young Hopeful, 

* Yes, and very good men too,' continued Willie, with 
imperturbable gravity ; ' but they don't venture to compete 
with the metropolis of the country in the manufacture of 
puppies ! ' And turning on his heel, he left the room. 
The roar of laughter which followed his exit told him that 
his first shot had struck home. 

After that the fast young man 'let him severely 
alone,' and the other members of the company, finding he 
was as modest and unassuming as he could be pugnacious 
when the occasion warranted, began to thaw, became 
communicative, and finally received him with cordiality. 

Every day, and every night, he visited the green- 
room for a week or ten days, but no sign of his name 
appeared in any of the casts. 

At last, up went The Miller and his Men, and he 
found- himself down for Grindofi*. Then Master Willie did 
a very rude thing. * Before all Israel ' he smashed the 
pane of glass in the cast case, took out the cast of The 
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MiUer and his Men, tore it in pieces, put it in the fire, 
and stirred it up with the poker ! 

Imagine if you can the consternation of the Court of 
St. Petersburg upon beholding Ivan Ivanovitsch, Ensign 
in the Imperial Guard, walking into the awful presence 
of the Autocrat of all the Bussias, and tearing up, under 
his very nose, the last Imperial Ukase, Then you may 
form some faint idea of the consternation of the Edinburgh 
Green Room at this act of unparalleled audacity. 

At this moment the stage manager entered to put up 
the call for the rehearsal of The Miller and his Men on 
the following day. 

The gallant Captain was as much astonished as the 
rest when Jamieson said, very quietly, ' You can spare 
yourself the trouble of putting up that call. Captain; I shall 

not be here. Make my compliments to Mr. M , and 

say I don't play GrindoflFs, or melodramatic ruffians of that 
description. It was distinctly understood that I was to 
open in Hamlet, and I open in that part and no other. 
If I don't hear from you before eleven o'clock to-morrow 
morning I'm oflF to London by the mail. Good evening, 
sir. Good evening, ladies and gentlemen.' 

The moment he left the room the place was all alive 

with eagerness and expectation. Old M ruled his 

people with a rod of iron. The means of communication 
with England were so few, and the journeys so expensive, 
that the majority of the company had to grin and bear 
the managerial caprice, however unjust it might be. 
No one as yet had the pluck to ^bell the cat,* hence 
everybody regarded Willie as the champion of the com- 
lany. 

The ttage-manager pulled his white moustache, he 
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^as the only member of the company permitted to disport 
that ' hairy excrescence ' on the upper Kp, 

' H'm ! Mutiny ! ' he growled ; ^ but I like the lad's 
spirit, and begad, the old beggar shall have it hot ! ' So 
saying he made his way to the managerial sanctum, 
where he gave Willie's message to the autocrat, with 
various verbal embellishments. 

Old M merely scratched his ear with his peri and 

said, * Dear me ! dear me ! a remarkable young man ! 
Do you think he means it ? ' 

'I don't think anything about it, sir. I'm quite 
sure of it.' 

^Dear me! dear me! What time does the mail go 
to-morrow ? ' 

' Twelve o'clock.' 

* Well, well ; come to me in the morning at eleven. 
Meanwhile, I'll sleep on it.' 

Next day, at half-past eleven, Jamieson was at the 
coach-office with his baggage. He waited until ten 
minutes to twelve, then he booked for London, and paid 
his fare. 

Twelve o'clock came. He took his seat on the box 
beside the driver, the guard blew his horn, the driver 
flourished his whip, and was about to start, when lo ! 
down Leith Walk came the Captain puffing and blowing 
like a grampus. Waving his hat and his handkerchief, 
he called out, ^ Stop ! stop ! ' 

The driver pulled up, exclaiming, * What's the row 
now?' 

* Nothing,' gasped the Captain ; ' but you, sir ! Mr. 
Jamieson, come down, I want you ! ' 

P 
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'Too late, Captain/ replied Willie. * Drive on, 
Coachy.' 

* But I tell you it's all right ! ' roared the Captain. 

* Hamlet or nothing ! ' said Jamieson. 

*0h! Hamlet, Othello, Macbeth — the whole lot of 
them ! Only come down.' 

' On your honour, sir ? ' 

' On my honour as a gentleman ! * 

' All right! ' and Willie sprang down like * a two-year- 
old.' Seizing his carpet-bag, he spun over a half-a-crown 
(almost the last he had left) to the guard, and returned 
triumphantly to the theatre, where the boys struck up 
* See the Conquering Hero Comes,' to the intense annoy- 
ance of old M , who couldn't avoid hearing this 

spontaneous outburst of musical mutiny. 

The following Monday Jamieson opened in HamleL 
This ever popular play attracted, as it always does, a 
crowded house. Though disposed to be critical, his per- 
sonal distinction, his majestic demeanour, his picturesque 
costume (he wore no stars or elephants, no bugles or gim- 
crack frippery, nothing but a simple robe of black cloth 
and purple, with a torque of gold twisted round his neck) 
impressed the audience at once. 

Charles Eean told me once that he could tell whether 
a man could act Hamlet if he struck the key-note of 
sympathy in the first line. Howsoever that may be, our 
tragedian did strike the key-note, the very moment he 
spoke the words 

A little more than kin, and less than kind« 

He had a voice, half trumpet, half bell, and as he intoned 
the words they filled the air with music, and a hush fell 
on the house. 
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I have often asked myself, if Flora McAllister had 
derived her first impressions of Willie Jamieson firom 

The expectanc}'' and rose of the fair state, 
The glass of fashion, and the mould of form, 

instead of the miserable nincompoop, George Touchwood, 
whether the result might not have been different for all ? 
That, however, * is caviare, and little boots.' When he 
finished his first soliloquy, the pit * rose at him.' As he 
crossed down to the right-hand comer of the stage, he 
caught sight of a tall and stately lady clad in black, closely 
veiled and partly hidden by the curtains of the darkened 
stage box. As she shrank back into the shadow, she 
assumed an almost phantasmal appearance. That weird, 
sibylline figure attracted his attention far more than the 
applause of the eager and excited pit. Some subtle instinct 
told him, the instant he cast his eyes upon her, who this 
mysterious woman was. Again the blood rushed from 
his heart, again the same tumult of the senses, the 
strange commingling of pleasure and pain, then came the 
conviction that to yield to this insidious rapture was 
treachery to his unhappy friend. Thus for five mortal 
acts, through the strange agency of the dual brain, did 
he lead a triple life compounded of doubts, and fears, and 
hopes; of Hamlet the Dane — of Jamieson the actor — and 
Jamieson the man, but * even in the very torrent, tempest, 
and whirlwind of his passion,' the sad worn face, the 
pleading eyes of Curly were ever present, appealing for 
pity and protection. 

At length the curtain fell. When Jamieson came 
forth to acknowledge the plaudits of the audience, the 
lady in black cast a wreath of laurel at his feet. As she 

f2 
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hastily turned away, the door opened into the lighted 
lobby, her veil fell off for a moment, but in that moment, 
brief and fleeting as it was, he caught a glimpse of the 
pale face and flashing eyes he knew so well; his heart had 
told him rightly — 'twas she, herself. 

As soon as he left the stage his quick eye detected a 
card which was attached by a piece of ribbon to the 
wreath. On one side, these words were written in a 
bold, but feminine hand : — 

*You told me once, should I ever need a friend, I 
might rely on you. I need one now.' 

On the other side was engraved, 

'Miss Floba M'Allistbb, 
Athol House.' 

Below was written, 

*At home to-morrovD from twelve tofive.^ 
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CHAPTER X. 

ATHOL HOUSE. 

HE morrow's post brought Jaraieson a letter 
from Curly, describing his impressions of 
London — of the theatre, the company, &c. 
The general tone was elate and confident, and 
he wound up by stating that his debut was fixed for the 
following Monday, and that he was to ppen as Doricourt. 
At noon Jamieson presented himself at Athol House — 
one of those wonderful old places twelve or fourteen stories 
high, the like of which is to be seen nowhere but in 
* Auld Reekie.' Its historical memories went back I don't 
know how long ; but the very room into which he was 
now shown had once been inhabited by the Regent Mur- 
ray, afterwards by Claverhouse, and by the * great Marquis 
himself.' 

It was now in semi-darkness — ^the blinds were all 
down. The atmosphere was so gloomy and depressing 
that he couldn't bear it, so he pulled aside the curtains 
and let in the blessed sunshine. Looking through the 
window, he contemplated the wonderful picture before him. 
The valley smiling at his feet, where now the railway 
runs ; to his left the Castle and the Castle Gardens ; to 
his right Holyrood and Arthur's Seat. Nearer stood the 
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Calton Hill ; a little to the left of that lay Leith, with the 
blue Firth beyond : right in front of him Prince's Street 
and the New Town. 

The Abbotsford Monument, which had only recently 
sprung into existence, stood forth conspicuous, as it 
glittered in the sunlight. It was a glorious panorama. 
There is no city in the world more delightful than bonnie 
Edinburgh ; but he had had ample time to explore and 
admire its beauties during the last fortnight, so presently 
he turned away to look at the room. Eare books lay on 
the table, a few choice pictures were on the walls, objects of 
art were scattered about in every direction. To his left, 
catching the light from the opposite window, stood a 
painter's easel, supporting a picture covered by an Indian 
shawl. On two or three stools were palettes, colours, 
bnishes and other implements of the studio. His curiosity 
was excited by the covered picture, so he stepped forward 
and removed the shawl. It dropped from his hands as he 
exclaimed, * Curly ! ' The painting was not quite finished, 
but the resemblance was so lifelike you almost expected 
to see poor Donald start from the canvas — to hear him 
speak ! While Willie stood lost in contemplation, a soft, 
low voice murmured, as if in response to his im spoken 
thoughts, ' Considering that it is only painted from 
memory, it is not a bad likeness, is it, Mr. Jamieson ? ' 

Turning round, he saw Flora. He bowed, and, dex- 
terously avoiding her proflfered hand, coldly replied : 
* You wished to see me madam, and I am here.' 
There was a pause. You see they met under the 
shadow of a misunderstanding, and neither of them knew 
exactly how to begin. She, of course, deemed herself 
wronged. At one time she had made up her mind that 
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think and act for herself. If Curly could only explain the 
past, if 

Of all her hopes and fears, of the terrible trial through 
which she and her lover had passed, Willie knew nothing. 
He only knew that his friend had been cruelly wronged, 
and then, as he imagined, treacherously abandoned 
by the woman he loved. On the other hand, it must 
be remembered that it was she who had most reason to 
think herself deserted and betrayed. Besides she was 
in total ignorance of what had occurred to Curly, or indeed 
what had become of him since their parting. She had 
seen Willie's name announced at the theatre, and she felt 
convinced that if any man knew Curly's whereabouts 
Willie Jamieson was that man. She remembered, too, 
the promise of the latter on the night of the elopement. 
Hence it occurred to her as an inspiration to invite him 
to come and see her. He had accepted her invitation, 
certainly, but he might apparently as well have been in 
Aberdeen, so cold and distant did he seem. 

*Mr. Jamieson,' she said, ^you once told me that 
should I need a friend I might rely on you.' 

' I did, but many things have happened since that 
night. You were about to become the wife of a man 
whom you have since so cruelly abandoned.' 

*Stop, sir.' she said, ^one moment,' and she went 
rapidly to an escritoire at the other side of the room, and 
taking out the fatal paper with Curly's signature, she 
continued, ^before you speak further, perhaps you had 
better read this.' 

Jamieson read it. Then he exclaimed — 

* My God ! What does it all mean ? ' 

* That is the question I ask myself — by day on my 
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bended knees, by night on my sleepless pillow — but 
answer never comes. I thought possibly you might 
have been able to explain.' \ 

* I know less, Miss McAllister, than you know yourself. 
After you left Aberdeen together, I never even heard from 
him, until six months ago when I found him in Dundee 
Infirmary — ^how, I have not the heart to tell you,' and he 
broke down utterly. 

It was astonishing how calm she remained till he had 
recovered himself, then he resumed and told her every- 
thing which the reader knows already. It was her turn 
then. She wept one moment, and chafed the next, with 
clenched hands and set teeth she strode to and fro, as 
she exclaimed — 

^The villain! The cowardly dastardly villain. Oh, 
that I were a man for your sake, Daniel Deempster ! ' 

' Don't you waste your breath on that gentleman — 
leave him to me ! ' said Jamieson. ^ Now if you please. 
Miss McAllister, we are friends henceforth, so give me 
your hand.' She extended it frankly, and he kissed it 
reverently. 

c Since the time I told you of,' he continued, ' your 
name has never passed between us, but I know the 
poor fellow loves you still, loves you dearer than life.' 

* If he loved me, could he — could he have done this 
shameful thing ? And to call God to witness it too ! 
Oh ! the coward ! the coward ! ' 

* We must take human nature as we find it. God 
help him, if he is a coward, and God help me, for I can 
love him none the less. Do you love him less than I do ? ' 

' I did love him once more than all the world, but oh ! 
^r. Jamieson,' she exclaimed, ' the McAllisters have held 
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their own by flood and field since Scotland was a nation. 
And a coward ! Oh ! I can't bear it.' And she cast her- 
self on the couch, and wept bitterly. Then she got up 
and pointed to the picture. 

*Look there,' she said, ^does that look like a coward?' 

* No,' Willie replied, * and I don't believe he is a 
coward, but there are moments when the bravest man 
loses heart. Tell me one thing : Were they not armed ? ' 

* Yes ; they both had loaded pistols.' 

* And of course he was unarmed, defenceless ! Can't 
you see ; they would have slain him there and then, had 
he not signed that miserable paper. Besides, they worked 
upon his fears for you, and in a moment of weakness he 
yielded to their infamous threats.' 

* He ought not to have yielded — death, anything but 
dishonour. I would have avenged him first and bewailed 
him after.' 

It was Willie's turn to wait now. When she had 
softened down a little he showed her the letter he had 
received that morning. At the very sight of the well- 
known hand her heart leaped with joy ; he was alive — ^he 
loved her — all was forgotten, forgiven. 

Jamieson asked her permission to write to Curly to 
explain that he had seen her, but she begged him to leave 
her to take her own course, which she did, with results to 
be hereafter stated. 

As for him, it was something to see her, to be near 
her, to hear the sound of her voice, and something more 
precious still, to be instrumental in promoting her happi- 
ness. Next to her, he loved Curly dearer than anything 
in the world. Their future once assured, his life would 
be henceforth concentrated to his artistic ambition. No 
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mooning, moping, sentimental idiot this, but a man every 
inch of him. As soon as they were re-united, he had 
made up his mind to go forth and seek his fortune in 
the great country beyond the sea. In distant years, when 
old and grey, he might perchance come back and nurse 
their children on his knees ; that was something to look 
forward to. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE FATAL ANNIVERSARY. 

EANWHILE Curly was busy with his rehearsals 
in town. At length came the night of his 
dSbuU All through the early portion of the 
play he impressed the audience most favour- 
ably, and each succeeding act confirmed the impression. 
The minuet in the Masquerade Scene was danced by him 
with such supple elegance that he completed his conquest 
of the capricious public. The ladies were in raptures with 
the new comedian, and even the unsympathetic brutes of 
men were unwillingly moved to admiration. The debut- 
anfs success was assured — a brilliant future lay before 
him. 

When he returned to his room to make his change for 
the last act, a large parcel lay upon his dressing-table. 
He motioned the dresser to unpack it. When he had 
finished changing he looked at the contents of the parcel. 
There was a quantity of fresh flowers, and a letter directed 
in the hand he knew so well. His heart stood still for a 
moment ; then he took courage. There would be a few 
kind words, perhaps ; something to give him heart of 
grace. He tore open the envelope, and stood for a 
moment like a man transformed to stone. 
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Traced in characters of fire he saw the fatal words, 

' These presents are to attest that Flora M'AlHster is 
not my wife ; and I call God to witness that neither now 
nor hereafter will I seek to become her husband. 

' Donald Campbell. 

' Dudhope Ferry, May 12, 18—.' 



Grief, shame, rage, despair, filled his heart and fired his 
brain, and with a wild cry the unfortunate man fell sense- 
iesB to the ground. 

At that moment the manager, who had come round t o 

congratulate him, entered his dressing-room. Mr. C 

took stock of the situation at once. * Quick! to my room : 
bring a bottle of whisky — sharp's the word ! ' said he to 
the dresaer. 
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Sharp was the word, and in a minute the dresser was 
back with the whisky. The manager in the interim had 
unloosed Carly's cravat and bathed his forehead with eau 
de cologne. Then he administered a glass or two of neat 
whisky; the efifect was as instantaneous as remarkable. 
Curly pulled himself together, said something about being 
overcome with heat and excitement, picked up the letter, 
put it into his pocket, accepted the manager's congratu- 
lations, arranged a boutonni^e from the flowers for his 
last scene, slipped on his dressing-gown, thought he 
would have another glass of whisky, and rushed on the 
stage. 

It will be remembered that this is the situation in 
which Doricourt pretends to go mad. By this time Curly 
had got the audience in the ball of his hand, and could do 
just what he liked with them, Eound followed round of 
applause, roar followed roar of laughter, and he laughed 
too — ^indeed, he laughed louder than any one. Evidently 
he was enjoying the performance quite as much as the 
spectators. 

When the scene was over he returned to his dressing- 
room, slipped on his coat, ' slipped into ' the whisky, and 
finished the bottle ! Decidedly he was enjoying himself. 
Yes ! he was having a fine high old time of it I 

Back he went to the prompt entrance — ^he had tied a 
handkerchief grotesquely over his head — and on he came 
for his last mad scene. He laughed louder than ever — 
the audience laughed, the actors laughed, everybody 
laughed — ^never had a mad scene been acted so naturally 
before. The house was in convulsions — so was Curly. 
He had just announced his intention of * lunching on a 
steak of broiled hippopotamus before he went on a voyage 
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of discovery to the moon,' when all at once he appeared to 
change his mind on the subject. Standing quite still, he 
glared into the stage box to his right. It was empty — 
quite empty. There was no mistake about that. But 
Doricourt seemed to be under the impression that some 
one was there, for he began to apostrophise an imaginary 
object. 

* It wasn't my fault, darling,' he exclaimed. * You 
know I would have died for your sake; but I had no 
weapon. If I had ! If I had I Don't look at me like that, 
dear ! See see ! the coach is at the door ; they're coming 
to take you away, but they shan't. Take your hands from 
her, curse you ! — take your hands from her ! Nay then 

' And with a wild scream that rang through every 

corridor and every avenue in the building the poor wretch 
leaped into the empty box, a raving madman ! 

*What signifies the play or the audience now ? 

When Tragedy casts her sad and solemn shadow over 
the scene — when the poisoned bowl overflows and the keen 
dagger is uplifted to strike the fatal blow — Tomfool lays 
aside his cap and bells, and the graceless hussies. Farce 
and Comedy, retire, and hide their diminished heads. So 
drop the curtain, Mr. Stage Manager, put out the lights, 
and send for the doctor ! 



CHAPTEE XII. 

OFF THE SCEHT. 



T so happened on the 
night of Curly's dSbut 
that there was pro- 
duced at Covent Gar- 
den Theatre a new 
seneational drama, 
with a real water&U, 
real elephants, and 
real horses. 

At the Hajmarket 
there was a new co- 
medy, and as at that 
time critics were 
scarce and penny 
papers were not in 
being, the mere (U- 
but of a provincial 
comedian in an old 
comedy escaped notice, and therefore there was no public 
mention of the scene recorded in the last chapter. 

It remains to be explained why Flora sent the paper 
which bad such disaslrous results. Poor girl! She had 
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meant it for a peace oflFering, believing in her inmost 
heart that Curly would accept it as a release from a 
promise which she felt convinced had been as infamously 
extorted as it had been unwillingly given. She timed 
the arrival of the parcel to take place on the occasion of 
his opening in town, hoping, in the innocence of her 
heart, to lend additional significance to this token of her 
forgiveness. 

She ordered all the London papers, expecting to see 
some notice of her lover's first appearance. There was 
not a line. She showed the papers to Jamieson, he was 
as disappointed as herself^ 

Disappointment gave way to astonishment when they 
found Curly's name withdrawn altogether from the ad- 
vertisements. At this time the electric wire was not in 
existence. Day succeeded day, yet there was no recog- 
nition of her communication — ^no letter for Willie ! 
Weeks — months — passed. He wrote again, and yet again 
in vain. His letters came back from the Dead Letter 
Office. His own troubles were as nothing now compared 
to his anxiety for Curly and Flora. He could not bear to 
contemplate her sufferings. To-day she was in a fever, 
to-morrow in an ague ; one moment chafing with im- 
patience, the next freezing with the apathy of despair. 
All at once it occurred to him to write direct to the 
manager of Drury Lane. The post in those days took a 
long time 'twixt London and Edinburgh, and a fortnight 
or more elapsed before he received a reply. It was sym- 
pathetic but brief, and related in as few words as possible 
the tragic story told in the last chapter. 

It appears that there were two or three eminent 
medical men in the theatre, who came behind the scenes. 
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and held a hurried consultation. There was no doubt as 
to Curly's condition. It was dangerous to himself and 
others for him to remain at large. A certificate to this 
effect was then and there prepared, and duly attested. 
Three or four men were detailed to mount guard over him 
in his dressing-room until the morrow. Early in the day 
the manager, with the accustomed generosity of his class, 
arranged with the proprietor of a famous private lunatic 
asylum at Kew to take charge of the poor creature for 
three months; paying the sum stipulated in advance. 

At nightfall the keepers came to take him away. 
When they arrived at Kew the doctor diagnosed the case, 
and had his wretched patient removed to the dangerous 
ward, where after a time the ravings of despair gave 
place to blank oblivion. 

Jamieson's difficulty was to break the matter to Flora. 

She bore the intelligence better than he expected — 
anything was better than silence and uncertainty. She 
even found some shadow of consolation in the news. She 
knew, at any rate, that the silence of her lover was not 
occasioned by perfidy or neglect. When Willie had 
finished reading the manager's letter she said abruptly : 

* I am going to London to-morrow.' 

* Alone ? ' he inquired. 

* No ; Jeannie will accompany me.' 

* If you could only wait a few days I might get leave 
of absence to go with you,' he said. 

* You are very good,' she replied ; * but my place is by 
his side. I cannot wait a day — ^an hour. My Grod ! My 
God ! ' she cried, ^ why can't I fly straight to him at once ? 
There ! there ! I know I am only mad ! ' 

On the morrow Jamieson was at the coach office to 
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see her off. She looked more hopeful than she had done 
for many a day, and as the coach was about to start she 
even smiled, and said ; 

* Don't look so sad, be sure I shall bring him back 
with me.' 

< Heaven grant you may!' he replied, and so they 
parted. 

Upon her arrival in town she took up her quarters at 
the Bedford Hotel. An hour afterwards, accompanied by 
her faithful Jeannie, she was on her way to the Asylum at 
Kew. Upon explaining her business the doctor was most 
affable, but regretted he could be of no service, her friend 
having left his charge a week ago. 

The news stunned her, she staggered, and must have 
fallen had not Jeannie caught her in her arms. The 
doctor assisted her to a seat and forced a glass of wine 
upon her. Gradually she began to recover, then she over- 
whelmed him with questions. She could only, however, 
elicit that his patient had ceased to be violent, and that 
there was no occasion for further restraint, that he was 
merely melancholy and moping, and that his health and 
appetite had returned. 

Then, referring to his note-book, he said : 

*Yes, my contract was only for three months, and 
that expired a fortnight ago. I gave a week's grace, ex- 
pecting to hear further from Mr. C. (the manager), and 
then, of course, I had done with the matter. Let me see, 
the patient left this establishment at nine o'clock in the 
morning, exactly eight days ago. Do I know where he 
went ? Certainly not, he did not take me into his con- 
fidence. So sorry — will you excuse me ? Good morning.' 

Hopeless and despairing. Flora returned to town, 
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Next day she called at Drury Lane, and endeavoured to 
see Mr. C. Alas! he had left town, was in Paris, and 
would not be back until the winter. She had never been 
in London before, and oh, what a wilderness it is to be 
alone in ! 

Fortunately she had Jeannie with her, whose attach- 
ment was more devoted and profound than ever. Besides 
she had money, and with money one can do much. She 
called the manageress of the hotel to her assistance. The 
old lady was very sympathetic, and suggested the em- 
ployment of a detective. Flora assented, and in half-an 
hour's time, a bright, intelligent man, who looked more 
like a gentleman farmer than a policeman in plain clothes 
presented himself. Upon explaining her business, the 
detective took a hopeful view of the subject, especially 
when carte blanche was allowed him as to expenses. 

He commenced operations by going down to Kew, 
where he had a long interview with the doctor, from whom 
he could gain no information beyond what Flora had 
already obtained. He, however, took notes of everything, 
and obtained a fairly accurate description of the fugitive's 
personal appearance, the clothes he wore, &c., before 
he returned to town. All this he duly reported at the 
Bedford. 

Day after day, however, was barren of results. As for 
Flora, she sat daily for hours and hours and watched and 
waited, then she could endure inactivity no longer. Up 
she would start, and call out : 

* Come, Jeannie, lass, let's be moving, or I shall go 
mad ! ' And the two forlorn women would tramp down the 
Strand, Fleet Street, and up Ludgate Hill and Cheapside, 
and so on to the Mansion House. Then down Holbom, 
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through Middle Eow, by St, Giles's Church, into Oxford 
Street, then to Regent Street, Leicester Square, and St. 
Martin's Lane, always ending amongst the flowers in 
Covent Garden — the sweet, fresh flowers which seemed to 
breathe something of the odours of the far North, where 
she had first met him ! As for food, she scarce looked 
at it. To be just to Jeannie, however, she conscientiously 
endeavoured to make amends for the shortcomings of her 
mistress. At night to bed, but not to rest, not to sleep 
— her heart was far away, out in the cold with the poor 
outcast. 

Thus passed away a fortnight, and another and yet 
another — still no sign. Then the detective thought of 
what he should have thought of before, and, indeed, it 
was strange the idea had not occurred either to her or to 
Willie, although she was in constant communication with 
him. Better late than never, so advertisements appeared 
daily in all the London newspapers. 

In vain, in vain ! It was too late ! 

Jeannie's heart sank within her as she saw the awful 
change which was taking place daily and hourly before 
her very eyes. Once or twice she ventured to hint the 
propriety of returning home, but was met with a curt and 
stem rebuff. 

At last it occurred to her that Jamieson had consider- 
able influence with her mistress, so she wrote him in her 
homely fashion, acquainting him with the state of affairs ; 
and, to Flora's astonishment, one morning he walked into 
her room at the hotel, 

* Good heavens ! ' she exclaimed. * Mr. Jamieson ! 
What has brought you here ? ' 

The change in her was so great that for a moment the 
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young man was dazed. He recovered himself, however, 
rapidly, and replied, ^ I've come to take you home/ 

His stronger nature asserted itself and would not be 
denied, so, after interviewing the detective, and arranging 
with him to communicate with them in the event of his 
obtaining any information, they decided to leave London 
on the morrow. Perhaps she was glad to have some one 
to lean upon, to be near some one who knew and loved 
the man she loved. Perhaps, too, she felt the shadow 
darkling perhaps — who knows ? 

As the mail rattled through Birmingham that night 
it passed within a stone's throw of a pauper lunatic asylum, 
where a worn and wasted man lay, making one xjontinual 
moan, — 

' Oh, my love ! My lost love ! If you only knew — 
if you only knew ! ' 

Could the inmates of that coach have heard that 
piteous prayer even then, it might not have been too late ! 
Alas I 



»* 



87 



CHAPTER XIII. 



WAITING ON THE OTHER SIDE. 




HEN they got back to Edinburgh Flora rallied a 
little, but she had a presentiment that the 
end was near, and she wished to close her eyes 
there where they had first seen the light, so 
after a rest of a few months she prepared to return home. 

The season being over in Edinburgh, Jamieson ar- 
ranged to play a short engagement in Aberdeen, and they 
journeyed North together. 

Her relations having all espoused her father's views on 
the subject of her connection with Curly, a total estrange- 
ment had ensued between them. 

Except the family doctor and Jeannie and Willie, she 
had not a friend in the world. It was not to be wondered at, 
therefore, that she urged the latter to occupy her father's 
rooms during his visit. Considerations of decorum in- 
duced him to pause, but when Jeannie added her en- 
treaties to those of her mistress, and when Dr. Miller 
assured him that it was absolutely necesary that some one 
in whom she could confide should be always near her, 
why he snapped his fingers at the conventionalities and 
took up his abode at Gairloch House. 

From the first Flora did not deceive herself, so one 
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day while Jamieson was at rehearsal she sent for Mr. 
M^Crawley Gittins, the family solicitor, and made her will. 
This gentleman demurred in carrying out her instructions, 
but she was peremptory, and there was nothing for it but 
to obey. The will was executed, and attested by the 
gardener and coachman. Then she gave the document 
to the doctor (whom she had constituted one of her trus- 
tees) for security. The lawyer did not look over-pleased, 
and took his departure somewhat abruptly. 

At length Jamieson's engagement was over, and he 
was enabled to devote more time and attention to the 
invalid. Every day about noon she usually tottered into 
the drawing-room, supported by Jeannie, then he would 
assist her to the sofa placed outside in the garden over- 
looking the sea, where they would sit for hours together 
reading, or talking of her lost love. She never believed 
that he was dead. 

At length came the time when she could no longer 
leave her room. Willie became more and more anxious, 
and never left the house. Every now and then Jeannie 
reported that the invalid was sleeping, or, perhaps, that she 
was reading Curly's letters, or weeping over his portrait. 

As Jamieson's anxiety increased he would lie awake 
half the night reading. 

One night, especially, he had a presentiment of evil, 
which kept him awake till daybreak. He read, or tried 
to read, far into the morning, until it was fair daylight — 
indeed, almost time for him to get up. At last he fell off 
into a stupor of sleep. He had barely slept half-an-hour 
when Jeannie came to his bedside and touched him on 
the shoulder. In a moment he was awake. ^ Come,' 
she said. He looked at her pale face and knew what she 
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meant. He remembered long after that it was the 
twelfth of May — the second anniversary of the fatal day 
at the Ferry. 

When he entered Flora's chamber the large French 
windows were open wide, the sweet smell of the flowers, 
the fresh breath of the sea, the rippling of the waters 
washing the shore below at the foot of the garden, the 
bud, the leaf, the flower, and the yoimg day leaping 
into life, the joyous carol of the lark ascending to the 
gates of Heaven, God's glorious sunshine filling the room 
— all these made it seem as if death could never come 
where all this busy beauteous life abounded. 

There she lay, in the light of the dawning day, decked 
as if for a bridal. 

She was clad in a white lace "peignoir — flowers still 
fresh with the morning dew were around her and about 
her, the greyness and the gloom had gone, the bloom of 
youth had returned to her cheeks, her eyes glistened with 
a humid, tender light— ^the sea breeze toyed softly with 
her beautiful hair as it fell in tangled masses on her 
shoulders. 

To the left of the bed stood Curly's portrait, long since 
finished. The poor lad was attired in his cornet's uniform 
— the dress he had worn the night when they first met at 
the ball. 

She was smiling upon the picture, and Jamieson 
thought that the picture was smiling upon her. 

Soft as his footfall fell, she heard it. Turning towards 
him, she spoke in a low, soft voice. The words and the 
melody dwelt in his memory as long as he lived. 

* Willie,' she said — she had never called him by that 
name before — ' may I call you so ? ' 
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The tears vhich he strove to keep back, choked him, 
and he could only bow hia head in silence. She took his 
huge hand in her baby fingers, as she continued, 

' You were always his friend — always, and you have 
been very good to me. You have been more than a 



brother. I seem to see things more clearly now. Some- 
times, when I have been lying here through the long 
sleepless nights, I have thought that — that perchance 

you once thought of me as — as , Although that 

could never be, I ought to have been proud and grateful, 
but, alas ! grief made me selfish, and I could see only my 
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own suflTerings and — ^his. Now, now that the end is 
drawing near, I see it all— how good, how noble, how 
delicate, how self-sacrificing you have been. I know that 
my poor dear was never worthy to be named with you — 
Hush ! hush ! I know it, but you see I loved hi^, and 
then I think — ^yes, I think that at first I feared you just 
a little. That is strange, for I never feared anyone before 
in all my life ; but now, now that I know you for what 
you are, I — I am so young and lonely, and 'tis so hard 
to drift out before my time, into the unknown, with no 
one to bid me God speed upon my journey. Please place 
your arms around me, and let me die with a brother's kiss 
on my lips.' He gathered her up in his arms as if she 
had been a child, and silently pressed her to his heart. 
After a while she resumed : * When all this is but a 
memory, please God you'll meet some woman worthy of 
you, and if children should come to bless your home, call 
them after him — ^after him and — ^me.' Then she kissed 
his hand. 

After a pause, she inquired, ^ Do you remember what 
day this is ? ' 

Again he bowed his head, while she continued in the 
same sweet, gentle voice, 

* This day, two years ago, they killed our young lives, 
but they could never kill our love — that will live when we 
are dead ! Hush I You are a man — a brave one. Don't cry 
for me, dear — I am happy now. He will come back to you 
some day — I'm sure he will. Tell him I loved him always 
— ^tell him I have waited for him here as long as I could, 
now I shall wait for him there ! My poor Curly ! ' 

How long he sat there, silent and motionless with the 
dear dead hand in his, he never knew. 
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When at last Jeannie stole in, and looked upon the 
sad and solemn scene, she could not tell which was the 
more awful, the life like corpse, or the corpse like life. 
* There was no speculation ' in his eyes, and her words 
bore Ho significance to his benighted sense. Appalled, 
she fled the room. 

Hours later she returned with the doctor, who sought 
to soothe and console — in vain ; he might as well have 
spoken to the dead, who lay there with her eyes still 
looking forth into the infinite. At last they brought the 
picture of Curly before the demented man. At the sight 
he arose, kissed her hand tenderly, reverently placed it 
on her breast, and then without a sound or sign, quietly 
passed forth like a shadow into the coming darkness. 

That night the heavens opened as if a new deluge had 
descended to drown the earth and all upon it. 

When he returned at daybreak, with the damp rime 
of night upon his dripping garb, and the dew of the 
morning upon his brow and his dishevelled hair, he sought 
his chamber without a word. 

A few days later he was a little paler, a little more 
taciturn, a little more reticent than usual — that was all ! 



93 




CHAPTER XIV. 

MAN TO MAN. 

HE relations came down like a horde of locusts 
at the funeral. They were all Presbyterians 
and Flora was a Soman Catholic, so they left 
the cortege at the gate of the burial ground. 
The chief mourners were the doctor, Jeannie, and Willie. 

When they reached the churchyard, a huge white 
horse, a powerful vicious-looking bony beast, with a tre- 
mendous Eoman nose, stood tied up to the gate, champing 
fretfully at the bit, and frothing at the mouth. 

As they approached the grave, there stood before it a 
gigantic man, whom Jamieson instantly recognised from 
Elspeth McDiarmid's description. There could be no mis- 
take about the ^ Corbie's beak and the evil een ' — now 
blood-shotten and inflamed. 

The very sight of this creature set Jamieson's blood 
on fire. There she lay at his feet, and there stood the 
man who had murdered her. For a moment Willie saw 
nought but blood. Possibly, however, Mrs. Grundy (who 
is sometimes a more useful person than people give her 
credit for) whispered something about the scandal which 
would arise in connection with such a scene at such a 
time, in such a place, that it might be described as 
theatrical, &c. Anyhow he ground his teeth, and bit his 
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lip until the blood came, and swallowing his anger, chewed 
the cud thereof — till * time and the hour ' should come 
round. 

As the minister intoned the words * ashes to ashes, 
dust to dust,' and the clay fell with a gruesome sound 
upon the coffin, Deempster turned away with a wild 
gesture of despair, leaped on the horse, gave him the 
spur, and was out of sight in a moment. 

* After all,' muttered Willie, between his teeth, * it is 
best it should be so, and I can wait, I can wait ! ' 

On returning to Gairloch House after the funeral he 
and the doctor found the relatives in solemn conclave in 
the dining-room, and paying their respects to the * funeral 
baked meats.' 

The general buzz of conversation ceased as Jamieson 
entered. Without ceremony Dr. Miller proceeded to read 
the will. With the exception of certain legacies, such as 
five hundred pounds to the doctor's daughter, five hundred 
pounds to the lawyer, two hundred a year to Jeannie, and 
various smaller sums to the servants, the whole of the 
estate, real and personal, moneys invested in stock, &c., 
amounting in the aggregate to something like twelve 
thousand pounds a year, was bequeathed to Jamieson in 
trust for Curly (if he should be alive), failing this Willie 
was to inherit everything absolutely, without let, hind- 
rance, or control, beiug constituted residuary legatee and 
joint executor with Dr. Miller. 

When the will was read a dead silence ensued. 

Evidently the family circle had been already prepared 
for this intelligence, and their plan of action had been 
arranged. Every one turned round and looked at the 
lawyer, who rose, and clearing his throat with a glass of 
sherry, said : 
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* Ahem, ray friends, I am already acquainted with your 
views, and it only remains for me to carry out my in- 
structions. Ahem ! Dr. Miller, I beg to inform you and 
yonder young man that my clients here assembled will 
resist to the uttermost the carrying out of this will, and, 
in fact, legal proceedings have this day been commenced 
praying the Court not to grant probate on the grounds of 
insanity on the part of the testatrix and undue influence 
on the part of the residuary legatee. Acting under advice, 
the seal of the Procurator-Fiscal has been placed upon all 
documents, valuables, &c., belonging to the estate, and as 
we are de facto in possession (which, as you are doubtless 
aware, is nine points of the law) on behalf of the next-of- 
kin, nothing remains for me but to request the so-called 
executors and the woman Jeannie MTherson to quit this 
house with as little delay as possible. As we do not wish 
to behave imgenerously, we will allow you half-an-hour to 
clear out. We have left nothing to accident, and the 
police are here should it be found necessary to have re- 
course to them in aid of the process of ejectment.' 

Here was a deadlock. The doctor and Jamieson took 
stock of the situation, found the enemy held every card 
except the will, and, desirous of avoiding scandal, left the 
house immediately without a word. Not so poor Jeannie, 
she gave the enemy a hot time of it, but in the end even 
she had to succumb to the rough logic of facts. 

Jamieson. accompanied the doctor to his solicitor, and 
gave instructions for the defence of their rights under the 
will, and so commenced the litigation in the famous case 
of * Jamieson and Miller v. McAllister and Others.' 

Fortunately for Jeannie, the doctor, who was a 
widower, wanted a housekeeper to look after his daughter 
Maggie, and he installed Jeannie at once. 
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Jamieson had an engagement offered him for Glasgow, 
and there was nothing to detain him farther, except to 
* have it out ' with Mr. Deempster. 

Strathmines is about six miles from Aberdeen, but 
that was nothing to Willie, so he walked over the next 
morning after breakfast. On arriving at the lodge he in- 
quired if the laird was about ? The lodge-keeper replied, 
*He is gone out to have a wee bit shooting. You'll 
find him in the glen yonder, about a mile and a bittock 
awa '.' 

A mile and a bittock means two good English miles 
or more. Still it was all in the day's walk. At length 
Willie reached the glen. As he entered at one end 
Deempster appeared at the other, with his gun and his 
dog, a pretty black pointer. As the two men approached 
each other the dog came bounding forward, and licked 
Jamieson's hand. The laird pulled himself up stiffly, and 
growled out, *^Now then, what do you want ? ' 

* I want you, Dan'l Deempster. Do you know me ? ' 

^ Oh, aye, I ken you well enough. You're the play- 
actor that was at the funeral the other day ; but you're 
no' in the kirkyard the noo, you're trespassing on my 
grounds, so you'd better make yourself scarce.' 

* Not till I have settled my account with you.' 
< Me ? Is the fellow mad ? ' 

' Take care that you keep a civil tongue in your head, 
Mr. Deempster, or it will be the worse for you. I've waited 
for this two years or more, but now the time has come.' 

* Well, now that it has come, once more I ask, What 
do you want with me ? ' 

' I want to tell you that when you gave Donald Camp- 
bell that foul blow, out below the hill by Dudhope Ferry, 
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you murdered two innocent people, and because the law 
can take no cognizance of your crime you think you can 
escape with impunity ! ' 

' Impunity ! ' roared Deempster ; ' is it impunity to 
see that baby-faced blockhead with his great glittering 
eyes, his white face, and lair hair streaked with blood. 



standing by my bed and board by day and night ? But 

there Clear out, or I'll riddle your hide with shot I 

Vou wont ? Then by ' and with the word he lifted 

his gun and let fly at Willie. 

Fortunately hia eye was quicker than the other's hand, 
and he cast himself fall length on the grass as the charge 
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flew harmlessly over him. The next instant he was at 
his would-be assassin's throat, had snatched the fowling- 
piece from him, smashed the stock and barrel over his 
knee, and hurled it fifty paces away. 

The pointer stood still and trembled. 

Then the tragedian said, in a stern, quiet voice, * I 
don't wish to have blood on my soul — not even the blood 
of such a skunk as you are. But I am going to thrash 
you as long as I can stand over you. So put up your 
hands, and don't let me take you at a disadvantage.' 

* You take me at a disadvantage — you ? ' 

* Don't talk, but put up your hands, I tell you.' 

And the two men went at it hammer and tongs. 
Deempster had met his match for the first time in his 
life, and in a quarter of an hour he lay on his back, beaten 
within an inch of his life. 

The poor little pointer perceived ' a divided duty;' he 
came and snarled at the victor as if going to bite him, 
then apparently he altered his mind, and licked his hand. 
After that he went over to his master, and licked the 
beaten giant's face. 

Without another word Jamieson turned his back, and 
strode over to the lodge. When he got there he said to 
the woman, *Your master has been badly beaten, and 
wants assistance. You will find him lying in the glen 
out yonder.' 

Then he walked back to Aberdeen, muttering, * My 
poor friend ! That's one slight instalment on your ac- 
count anyhow.' 



CHAPTER XV. 

ONLY A TRAMP. 



IGHT was falling 
at the Gairloch 
Head when a co- 
vered cart drove 
up and stopped 
at the hall door. 
The driver got 
down, and began 
to bring forth 
Bimdr; boxes and 
to load the trap 
with them. By and by a woman came out of the house 
and got into the waggon. Then they turned towards the 
city. Suddenly the horse came to a full stop. It was 
now quite dark, and the carter, who had a * drappie in his 
ee,' endeavoured to urge the animal onward, but in vain. 
The sagacious brute trembled violently, whinnied loudly, 
reared back on his haunches, and finally concluded not to 
budge another foot. Obviously there was nothing for it 
but for Duncan M'Tavish to get down and see what was 
the matter. In getting down he upset his lantern, Lnd 
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the light went out. See, he couldn't — feel, he did. In 
a moment he called out to the woman in the cart, 

' Eh, Jeannie ! Here's a mon leeing a' but deed. Na 
wonder Jock wouldna budge. He was aye a gey 'cute beast. 
Come down and gi'e a hond, woman — we'll na leave a 
Christen to dee while there's a wee bit squeak for his life.* 

They lifted the man into the cart, and Jeannie supported 
the poor creature's head on her lap, little dreaming for 
whom she did that Christian office ; but when the light 
fell on his pallid face at Dr. Miller's door, and she saw 
who it was, all the blood in her heart stood still ; but she 
didn't come of a fainting race — besides, she had something 
else to do just then. 

* What, what ! ' she exclaimed, * the mistress was aye 
richt ! He isna dead after a' — the puir, bonnie laddie I 
Doctor, doctor ! come butt the noo I ' she screamed like a 
madwoman. When she told Dr. Miller who the broken- 
down wayfarer was he instantly had the poor creature 
brought in, and put in the best bed in the house. Eesto- 
ratives were employed, but it was long before consciousness 
returned. 

On his return from Strathmines Willie found a message 
from the doctor, requesting him to call immediately at 
Breadalbane Terrace. Jeannie came rushing to the door to 
meet him, crying bitterly, and exclaiming, * We hae fun' 
him — we hae fun' him ! but, oh, puir laddie, how changed ! 
Thank God, my bonnie dearie didna live to see it ! It would 
hae broken the heirt o' her — as it has mines !' 

Before Willie had time to speak, she had urged him 
forward into an adjacent bedroom, where his poor friend 
lay shivering in a iitful, fevered sleep. Great hollows 
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were in his cheeks and beneath his closed eyes. A pro- 
fusion of long, curly, snow-white hair streamed over his 
brow and round his thin, worn neck. Good Heaven! 
Could it be possible that this faded wreck was all that was 
left of the once bright, winsome Curly ? 

Long afterwards Jamieson learnt that as soon as Donald 
left the asylum at Kew the poor fellow set forth on foot 
for the North. Drenched with rain, and half-starving, he 
fell down fainting in the streets of Birmingham. He was 
taken up by the police, and charged with being drunk. 
Fortunately, the inspector was an intelligent man, who 
immediately sent for a doctor, on whose certificate Curly 
was removed to the pauper lunatic asylum. 

After a sojourn of some months he was discharged. 
Thanks to his kind physician, he was assisted on by 
the mail as far as Newcastle-on-Tyne. From thence 
the manager of the theatre sent him by coach to Edinburgh. 
On inquiry there he found that Willie had gone to 
Aberdeen weeks before. Not a human being in his native 
city recognised in the shabby, broken-down prematurely 
old man the former spruce comet in the Midlothian 
Volunteers. He was almost glad that it was so, and he 
slunk out of Edinburgh as daylight fell, resuming his 
weary march northwards ; nor did he halt till he found a 
resting place in a friendly bam by the wayside, which 
sheltered him until daybreak. He had some two or three 
shillings still left, which kept him from absolute starvation. 
Fortunately the weather was fin« — so by night he slept in 
bams, under hayricks, or, indeed, wherever he could find 
shelter. At length he reached Aberdeen. When he 
inquired at the theatre for Willie he was told that he was 
staying at Gairloch House. 
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* Gairloch House ! ' he exclaimed, * That is where 
she lives. Oh, no ! It can't be — that's impossible.' 

He resolved to write to Jamieson at once, but his 
impatience would not allow him to wait. He would go 
immediately. Then his pride stepped in — he did not 
wish her to see him thus changed and worn — ^thus ragged 
and wretched. There could be no harm anyhow in going 
near the place — in looking upon the spot which enshrined 
all he held most dear, so he walked towards the Gairloch 
Head. 

There stood the house and the garden, exactly as he had 
left them two years ago — ^nothing seemed changed except 
himself. Yes, she must be changed too, else she would 
not have sent him that cruel reminder of his weakness 
and degradation. Yet, perhaps, on the other hand, she 
meant to release him from the shameful compact into 

which he had been coerced — ^perhaps she * but alas ! ' 

he thought, * she doubtless remains young and beautiful as 
ever, while I ' 

At this moment a little squat man left the house, and 
came rapidly shambling along to the spot where Curly sat. 
The poor wretch could contain his impatience no longer, 
so he accosted the stranger. 

^ I beg pardon, sir,' said he, ^ but is Mr. Jamieson still 
staying at the house yonder ? ' 

^ Mr. Jamieson is not staying at the house,' replied 
Mr. M'Crawley Gittens, for it was he, * nor has he stayed 
there since the day of the funeral.' 

' The funeral ! What funeral ? Whose funeral ? ' 

< Miss Flora McAllister's.' 

< Flora McAllister's ! ' 
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^ Ay — she was buried three days ago.' And so the 
limb of the law passed on. 

Curly stood looking at his retreating figure till it faded 
altogether into the mist of evening; then, without a 
sigh or sound, he dropped like a stone on the highway, 
where Duncan M'Tavish and Jeannie M'Pherson found 
him lying some hours later. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

elspeth's weird. 

S far as care and kindness could alleviate Curly's 
sufferings they were alleviated, and gradually 
he came to himself. By degrees he resumed 
his old relations with Willie, and at last he 
was enabled to get about, leaning on the other's strong 
arm. 

Several weeks elapsed, and Jamieson's slender resources 
were running short, but fortunately the time for the 
commencement of his engagement at Glasgow was drawing 
near. 

Dr. Miller wished Curly to stay at Breadalbane Ter- 
race, but he pleaded so piteously not to be left behind that 
Jamieson couldn't find it in his heart to say him nay. So 
after arranging to send half his salary every month towards 
the cost of the lawsuit, Willie decided to leave Aberdeen 
for Glasgow on the following day. His wardrobe had been 
stored at the theatre, and at about twelve on the morning 
of his departure he was standing at the stage-door in 
Marischal Street, giving the necessary directions for his 
luggage to be forwarded, when he felt his arm clutched 
violently, and Curly, with a wild scream ejaculated : 
* Look ! look ! at Death on the pale horse ! ' 



ELSPETIPS WEIRD 



io6 CURLY 

Turning round, he saw Deempster riding down the 
street, his eyes bloodshot and his face aflame. Whether 
he came to seek Willie with murderous intent, or whether 
the devil got the better of him at the sight of the man 
who had beaten him, can never be known till the day of 
doom. Certain it is, however, that the moment he saw 
the two young men he put spurs to his horse and rode 
furiously at Jamieson. With his heavy riding-whip he 
struck him a tremendous blow on the head, which brought 
him to his knee, and would most certainly have split his 
skull open had it not been for his tall chimney-pot hat. 
Reversing his grip, and passing his hand like lightning 
through the thong, Deempster sent the heavy buckthorn 
head, with its cruel fangs, hurtling through the air. Had 
that blow reached its aim there would have been an 
end at once of Willie Jamieson, and consequently this story 
would never have been written. At that very moment, 
however. Curly, with something of his old alertness, at the 
imminent peril of his own life, sprang upon the bridle of the 
horse, and backed it. As the huge brute reared in the air the 
tremendous impetus of the blow flung Deempster forward, 
and he fell head foremost on the kerb of the granite 
pavement, with a sound that was heard at the other end 
of the street. As he fell one foot remained inextricably 
entangled in the stirrup-iron, and the horse galloped 
madly round the corner to the right, dragging the body of 
the dead man after him. And thus it came to pass that 
Curly and Flora were avenged, and that, by his own hand 
and deed, the Laird of Strathmines fulfilled Elspeth 
M'Diarmid's weird ! 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

FACE TO FACE. 

j|AMIESON'S engagement in Glasgow extended, 
on and off, for some years, during which his 
modest income was mortgaged for law expenses, 
so that he was able to save little or nothing. 
Curly's acting days were over ; but he wrote a beautiful 
hand, and employed himself in copying parts, MSS., &c., 
for the theatre. Of course he didn't make much by this ; 
but he contributed some small portion towards the house- 
hold expenses, always hoarding up a little treasure for 
an especial purpose. Year after year, as regularly as the 
12th of May approached, he disappeared. Generally he 
returned about a month afterwards, and resumed his place 
without a word. Willie guessed pretty well where he 
had been ; but they quite understood each other, and no 
word ever passed between them on the subject. 

They grew older, and the world grew greyer and 
gloomier for both, and the case of ^ Jamieson and Miller 
V, McAllister and Others ' continued to impoverish the 
poor player. 

Mr. M'Crawley Gittens, having exhausted every artifice 
that pettifogging and chicanery could suggest, was at 
length brought to bay, and the final hearing came on, 
^hich resulted in a verdict for the defendants. 
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' The very next day Jamieson gave notice of appeal. 
Then commenced affidavits, interlocutories, and I don't 
know what all. Anyhow the whole thing had to begin de 
novo. Of course the lawyers, as usual, took their time 
over it. But there is one comfort, you can have a great 
deal of law for a little money in Scotland — ue. compared 
with the cost of the article in England. 

While this precious lawsuit dragged its slow length 
along, Jamieson was acting in Manchester, Liverpool, 
Birmingham, Sheffield, the York Circuit, &c. Wherever 
he went Curly accompanied him. At last engagements 
were difficult to obtain in England, so the friends returned 
to the Land o' Cakes. But, alas ! a new generation had 
arisen which knew not Willie. Younger men had stepped 
into his shoes, and poor Jamieson had to retire, and take 
a back seat, until he sank to be, as we had seen him the 
night before, leading man at the Theatre Eoyal, Paisley. 

And now comes the remarkable coincidence to which I 
have referred in the induction. 

As Pike got to this portion of his narrative we reached 
the summit of a hill, at the bottom of which, some two 
miles off, lay Stuart Town, through which we had to pass 
during almost the last stage of our journey. As we paused 
to contemplate the prospect, and indeed to take breath, 
for we were both a little blown, our attention was attracted 
to a solitary foot passenger, about three or four hundred 
yards in front, who came walking along briskly towards 
us. Despite his shabby clothes, he had the air and 
manners of a gentleman. His figure seemed wiry and 
elastic ; his hair fell about his neck in a profusion of 
snow-white silky curls ; the collar of his shirt was turned 
down over a frayed black silk handkerchief, revealing a 
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singularly beautiful neck ; he carried his head erect ; his 
eyes seemed fixed on vacancy, and his whole manner was 
so engrossed and pre-occupied that he scarcely observed us 
until within a stone's throw, when, to my astonishment. 
Pike gave a long, low whistle, as he exclaimed : 

« Well, I never ! Who'd have thought it ? Talk o' the 
de'il ! An' how's aw' wi' ye. Curly ? ' 

Mr. Campbell — for it was he — drew himself up for a 
moment, coldly ; then recovering himself, replied, with 
a pleasant smile : 

« What, Pike ! Still on the road, old man ? Don't 
you begin to feel tired of it, and wish it were all over ? 
Sometimes I'm of Antony's mood after Actium, and feel 
disposed to cry — 

Uoann, Eros, the long day's task is done. 

But no, no, I suppose I've not courage enough to take 
ofif my own armour. And, after all, we've only got to 
wait a little longer for " the good time coming " at the end 
of the journey ; and then you know, as Cato puts it, " My 
bane and antidote are both before me." But " what a 
rogue and peasant slave am I" to go wool-gathering 
thus I Who's the boy ? ' 

Pike introduced me to Mr. Campbell as Hhe 
juvenile hero of the company, the coming man, the future 
Bomeo,' &c. 

The old gentleman said, with a sweet smile : 
^ Excuse me, sir, old men will still be talking ; it's the 
privilege of age. You are young and sanguine. Ah ! I 
was young and sanguine once myself. I hope you will 
have better fortune than befell me. You have an open 
brow and a frank eye. You can look a man in the face ; 
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I'm sure you're not afraid. It's a bad thing to be 
afraid. One moment of fear blighted the life of a man I 
know as well as I know myself. Cleanliness, they say, is 
next to godliness, but manliness is above everything. If 
a man insults you, if he is as big as Goliath, don't wait to 
talk, go for him, hit him first ; hit him if your heart is 
quaking, if your nerves are shaking ; hit him if he kills 
you after ! A brave man can only die but once ; but the 
coward ! Ah ! God help the poor miserable coward, for he 
dies every day, every hour he lives ! ' He paused, and 
looked strangely round as he took off his hat, passed his 
hand through his beautiful hair ; then he stopped, took 
up a handful of snow, and rubbed it on his brow, mopped 
it dry, and said with a low desponding moan, — 

* Oh, God ! I could be bounded in a nutshell, and 
count myself a king of infinite space, were it not that I 
have bad dreams.' 

Then he continued, ^ I fear you will think me rather 
eccentric, and so I am ; but I was not always thus, was I, 
Pike ? I was — what was I ? I'm sure I forget. 

* Well, and how is Madame la Pike, and the young 
fishes? And the stock-debt? And do we still delight 
the lieges with Sir Edward Mortimer, and Pizarro, and 
the Baillie, and Caleb Balderston? And get glorious 
as of yore on the mountain dew, fresh from Glenlivat ? ' 
Then in an altered tone, and with a touch of sadness in 
his voice, * Of all things else, avoid that, young gentleman. 
Eemember, " There's death in the pot." Only begin with 
that, and " facilis descensus Avemi." All the rest is easy ; 
slap, bang, down you go through the primrose path till 
you get to the abyss at the bottom.' 

At this moment Pike cut in with — 
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* We saw Lang Willie last night at Paisley.' 

' Did you,' responded the other ; ' then you saw one for 
whom 

Nature might stand up 

And say to all the world — This was a man ! ' 

After a moment's pause he began to hum * Annie 
T^aurie ' half aloud and half to himself. At last Pike 
whispered him, then he changed altogether, and said — 

* You're a good fellow, Pike. What is it the Baillie 
says to Rob Roy ? " You're a sort of a kind of honest 
rogue," but as to money, " Keep yotr trash, Baillie ; 
keep your trash." See, although we have got to our 
last Roberto, yet,' and he sent a bright new shilling 
spinning in the air and caught it deftly — *what is it 
Cleopatra's mailed Bacchus says ? " Yet have we a brain 
that nourishes our nerves," not, by the bye, that he could 
have had much brains to spare when he made such an ass of 
himself for the sake of that promiscuously amorous and 
decidedly dissolute old gipsy. No ! no ! I malign her. 
She was no gipsy, but a Greek, a pure Greek, from the 
top of her imperial brow to the tip of her dainty feet. 
What ! though she dallied with great Pompey, and broad- 
fronted Caesar, she was brave and fearless. Witness the 
aspic's tongue ! Ah ! would to God that I could find, but 
for a moment, 

The pretty worm of Nilus 
That kills, and pains not. 

" These be brave 'ords — my masters — brave 'ords." Good- 
bye Pike, good-bye young gentleman ; good luck to you 
at Kilmarnock. May your shadow never grow less : may 
your stock-debt never increase ; may you never share less 
than half-a-crown a night, and candles to boot, Ta, ta. 
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" We pray Heaven to have you in its holy keeping ! " ' 
And so, throwing his head aloft, he walked rapidly down 
the hill, singing as he passed out of sight the song of 
Autolyeus — 

Jog on, jog on, the footpath way, 
And merrily hent the stile a — 
A merry heart goes all the way j 
Your sad tires in a mile a. 

That was how I made Curly's acquaintance; and, 
indeed, that was the first and last and only time I ever 
saw Donald Campbell until — but I must not anticipate. 

With reference to the remainder of our journey — 

As in a theatre, the eyes of men. 
After a well-graced actor leaves the stage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next. 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious ; 

even so would the reader regard our adventures at Kil- 
marnock, as utterly irrelevant, so I pass them by, and 
leave the record for another time and place. 

In the next chapter I will take up the thread of Curly's 
and Willie's story as it came almost under my own personal 
cognisance, many a long day after poor old Pike and I had 
parted company for ever. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

END OF THE JOURNEY. 

EARLY five years had elapsed since the day 
Curly and I met and parted on the Queen's 
highway. 

I had emerged from the * crowd,' and was 

* starring ' at the Theatre Royal, Glasgow, from whence I 
had to go to Aberdeen for six nights. I closed in Glasgow 
on Saturday, and had to open in Aberdeen on Monday. 
Railways were now, more or less, all over Scotland, but 
through some prejudice, derived from the Dark Ages, 
there was still no communication between Glasgow and 
Edinburgh on Sunday. Sorely exercised in my mind as 
to how I was to get through in time to open at Aberdeen, 
I strolled down Argyle Street on Saturday morning 
towards the railway station, when I perceived in the 
crowd in the opposite direction, and o'ertopping everjone 
around, a stately, white-bearded man, with the head and 

* front of Jove himself.' 

Although I had never seen him since the night we 
met in Paisley, I could not be mistaken — ^it was * Lang 
Willie.' 

For years I had pondered on the nobility, the beauty, 
the self-sacrifice of that manly nature — ^the misfortunes 
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of his unhappy friend. I knew the prolonged struggles 
they had encountered with poverty, and I was really 
delighted at the thought that the prosperity of the poor 
lad whom he had helped in adversity might enable me 
now, perhaps, to befriend him, so I made my way towards 
Mr. Jamieson, and sans cSrSmonie reminded him of 
the circumstances of our slight acquaintance five years 
back. 

* Good Heavens,' he said, * you don't mean to say you 
are that slip of a lad who was with old Pike in Paisley 
five years ago ? Well, I should never have thought it.' 
Then he told me he had been to the theatre, had seen my 
Hamlet, and he said some civil things about it. 

It was getting nigh dinner-time, and I persuaded him 
to come to the hotel and dine with me. After dinner the 
conversation turned on my journey to Aberdeen, and the 
difficulty I anticipated in getting through on Sunday 
To my astonishment and delight, he said, 

* Well, this meeting is as fortunate as it is pleasant. 
Not an hour before I met you I received the welcome news 
that the final decision in the case of " Jamieson and Miller 
V. McAllister and Others " had been given in our favour. I 
am only awaiting a telegram to enable me to start for 
Aberdeen, and take possession of the estate at once. I'll 
tell you what I'll do. I'll call for you here at twelve 
o'clock to-night with a coach and pair, and we'll drive to 
Edinburgh together, and catch the express for Aberdeen 
in the morning.' 

At twelve o'clock he came according to promise. We 
caught the marl at Edinburgh, and arrived at Aberdeen 
at about twelve on Sunday night. Although we were 
fatigued, the journey had been a pleasant one for me. 



END OF THE JOURNEY 115 

Before we parted for the night Mr. Jamieson said, ' Of 
course you know my poor friend's sad story. To-morrow 
is the anniversary of the great misfortune of his life. 
Every year he regularly disappears at this time for a 
month or more, and as year succeeds year he seems more 
and more broken down, and I'm getting very anxious 
about him. For two years I have been out of an engage- 
ment, and we have had very hard times, and now that 
brighter days are in store, poor fellow, it would be hard 
if he could not share this good fortune, and I hope I am 
not selfish when I say it would be hard for me, too, to be 
left alone in my old age without a friend.' 

I was up early, having a ten o'clock rehearsal. As T 
had only my scenes to run through in ' The Lady of Lyons,' 
and as both Pauline and the Widow had played their parts 
with me before, I had finished by twelve o'clock, when 
Jamieson called for me to accompany him to the house of 
his co-executor. Dr. Miller. 

The two old friends met with eflfusive congratulations 
as to the final result of the protracted lawsuit. It was 
quite touching to see the tearful delight of Jeannie 
MfPherson at the sight of Willie, but more touching still 
it was to see the welcome accorded him by the Doctor's 
only daughter, a lovely fair-haired girl of eighteen. I 
thought then, and I think still, that Maggie Miller is 
altogether the most charming, guileless, and beautiful 
creature I have ever seen in my life. Accident — sheer 
accident had led me to my fate. If I hadn't gone to 
Paisley with Pike I shouldn't have known Willie Jamieson 
— perhaps I should have known nothing about Curly, most 
certainly I should never have known Maggie Miller. Ah, 

I 2 
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my darling ! I loved you from that moment, and — But 
I am becoming personal — and the interest of this story 
centres in its unfortunate hero, not upon a mere fly on 
the wheel. 

Presently Willie inquired of the Doctor if he had seen 
Curly, for he was due that very day. For years he had 
never failed to present himself at Breadalbane Terrace by 
noon on this sad anniversary. We waited until about two 
o'clock, then everybody got anxious. Although it was in 
the * merrie month of May ' — by one of these strange freaks 
of the * Clerk of the Weather,' by no means unusual in 
Scotland — snow had fallen heavily overnight, Jamieson 
feared that his poor friend might have been overtaken by 
the snowstorm. At last, he could endure the suspense no 
longer, so he proposed to go out and see if they could 
obtain any news. The Doctor told Maggie to slip on her 
hat and cloak and accompany us. As we were leaving 
the house, Jeannie came into the hall, equipped for walk- 
ing, and said : — 

* Doctor, let me gang too, and show you the way. I 
ken where to find the puir laddie. I ken weel eneuch — I 
saw him thrice yestreen.' 

* Saw whom ? ' said the Doctor ; * why did ye no tell 
us then, ye daft old gowk ? ' ' 

* Because I hoped my dream would na hold ^ but it'll 
be ower true, I'm gey sure ; but — there — step out, and 
see for yoursels.' So saying, she stepped rapidly before 
us. The Doctor and Willie walked side by side, talking 
to each other in anxious undertones; and my — I mean 
Miss Miller and I brought up the rear. 

It was a lovely day; the sun shone brightly, melt- 
ing the snow on the tree-tops which stood forth green 
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and bright, the glowing beauties of the chestnut blos- 
soms contrasting vividly with the green leaves and the 
sparkling white of the crisplj-frozeu snow which lay upon 
the ground and which as yet de&ed the Bun, The birds 
were singing, a hare and half-a-dozen rabbits croesed the 
road before us, and, turning round, confronted us fearlessly, 
A squirrel gambolled about in a tree over our heads ; then 
we heard a squeaking noise, and the coneys Bcuiried away, 
just in time to escape a hideous beast of a weasel, which 



slid across the road, and rapidly wriggled through the 
covert in full pursuit. 

At length we had reached a little mountain chapel on 
the hill-side. Jeannie led the way through the gate ; we 
followed her rapidly. 

Ae we turned the comer to the left, a man lay at full 
length amidst the snow upon the grave where Flora 
McAllister lay sleeping. 

He was sleeping, too. His right arm was twined 
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round the slender cross at the head of the grave, his hands 
were clasped together, and his head lay in profile resting 
on his shoulder. His face was fair and beautiful as in 
his youth ; his silver curls glittered in the sunshine, and 
formed an argentine glory around his white brow; his 
eyes were closed ; a smile was on his lips. 

He had reached the end of the journey, where she 
was waiting for him. So, best. For him no more trouble 
now — no more weariness — no more lamentations — only 
rest ! 
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L'ENA^OI. * 

THE TWO PICTURES. 

IX years and more have passed. 

We have moved from Aberdeen to the 
neighbourhood of Eichmond. 

It is a cool summer evening. We are in a 
large drawing-room with French windows opening on a 
lawn which slopes down to the river. The room is 
furnished and adorned with all that taste can suggest 
and moderate wealth can supply. 

Our pictures are much admired, but it is needless to 
make an inventory of them ; I only desire to call attention 
to two which stand out from the rest. They are com- 
panion portraits. The one is a handsome, fair-haired 
young man in a comet's uniform, the other is a beautiful 
dark-haired girl in white. They are placed exactly 
opposite each other. Now I have noticed that, as a rule, 
portraits painted by men of genius, from Holbein to 
Millais downwards (and the young lady is one of Millais' 
best), have a peculiarity — the eyes have the power to 
follow you all over the room wherever you go. These 
pictures of ours have a yet more remarkable peculiarity — 
their eyes are fixed only on each other, with a tenderness 
so touching, so impressive, and so infinite, that at night. 
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when the household is at rest, and when (for I am always 
a late bird) I have been sitting reading my book, or 
studying my last new part, I have often sat and watched 
and wondered, and have almost expected to hear them 
speak to each other. This fancy has perhaps scarcely ever 
aflFected me so strongly as at this very moment. 

I have just finished reading this story to a small 
family circle, consisting of two venerable gentlemen and 
two women, one of them young and fair, the other grown 
old in loving, faithful servitude. 

For a little while we are silent. 

I think we are all looking at the pictures — I'm sure 
I am. Is it a phantasy, or am I dreaming by daylight? 
The eyes have moved ! Instead of looking as usual at each 
other, they are both looking straight at me ! Yes, I could 
swear it ! I 

Hark ! Isn't that a peal of childish joyous laughter ? 
Yes, and see ! Two youngsters with fair faces, bright eyes, 
sunny hair, and sturdy legs (inherited from their fether) 
fill the air with life and motion as they come bounding 
into the room from the lawn. No two children of my 
acquaintance are so spoiled and petted as this young lady 
and gentleman. Their present appearance is most in- 
opportune, hence Mamma induces them for a moment to 
confine their attentions to a dish of fresh strawberries, 
smothered in cream. But the spell is broken — the bairns 
have brought us back to earth. 

Then one dear old man wakes up and says, 

* The story is o'er true, Jack, but you have made one 
of the characters too like King Arthur, and you've not 
done justice to the others.' 

Little pitchers have long ears, and our little listeners. 
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having polished oflf their strawberries, cream and all, de- 
mand to know * Who 'is King Arthur ? ' 
The other old gentleman replies, 

* Oh, he's the King of Kingdom Come.' 
The youngsters return to the charge with, 

* Oh, that'll no do, grandpa. Kingdom Come is in the 
clouds.' 

^ Just so, my bonnie bairns,' repUes the doctor, * and 
Arthur is the great King of Cloudland, but he's coming 
back to airth to make the dark licht and the wrang richt 
some day.' 

Although this answer poses the children, it doesn't 
seem to satisfy them, and they clamour to know, 

* Who are the others ? ' 

Mamma replies to the girl in her soft sweet voice, 

* Oh, one was a beautiful lady, whom you are called 
after, Flora.' 

Then Grandpa Willie, patting the boy's golden curls, 
says tenderly and gravely, 

* And the other, my mannie, the other was a friend, 
a very near and dear friend of mine, and a namesake of 
yours, my bonnie little Curly.' 
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cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men : 
An Inapossible Story. With Illustra- 
tions by Fred. Barnard. 

The Captains' Roon», &e. With 
Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler. 

All In a Garden Fair. With 6 Illusts, 
by H. FuRNiss. 

Dorothy Forster. New and Cheancr 
Edition. With Illustrations bycSSTs! 
Green. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Uncle Jack, and other Stories. Crown 
Svo, doth extra, 6i. 

The Art of Fiction. Demy Svo li. 
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Betham-Edwards (M.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 
each. ; post 8vo,Ulast. bds., 28. each. 

Fellcta. \ Kitty. 

Bewick (Thos.) and his Pupils. 

By Austin Dobson. With 95 Illustra- 
tions. Sqnare 8vo, cloth extra, IPs. 6d. 

Birthday Books: — 

The Starnr Heavens: A Poetical 
Birthday Book. Square 8vo, hand- 
somely bound in cloth, 28. 6d. 

Birthday Flowers: Their Language 
and Legends. By W. J, Gordon. 
Beautifully Illustrated in Colours by 
Viola Boughton. In illuminated 
cover, crown 4to, 69, 

The Lowell Birthday Book. With 
Illnsts., small 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Hand- 
books. Demy 8vo, Illustrated, oni* 
form in size tor binding. 

Academy Notes, separate years, from 
1875 to 1884» each l8. 

Academy Notes, 1885. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. l8. 

Acculemy Notes, 1876-79. Complete 
in One Vol., with nearly 600 Illusts. in 
Facsimile. Demy 8to, cloth limp, 68. 

Academy Notes, 1880-84. Complete 
in One Volume, with about ^00 Fac- 
simile Illustrations. Cloth limp, 68. 

GposvenoF Notes, 1877. 6d. 
Grosvsnop Notes, separate years, from 
1878 to 1884, each Is. 

Gposvenop Notes, 1886. With nn- 
meroas Illustrations. l8. 

GPosvenop Notes. 1877-82. With 
upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth limp, 68. 

Pictures at South Kensington. With 
70 Illustrations. l8. 

The English Pictures at the National 
Gallery. 214 Illustrations. Is. 

The Old Masters at the National 
Gallery. i23 Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery. With 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 24a 
Illusts. Demy Bvo, cloth limp, 3s. 

illustrated Catalogue of the Luxem- 
bourg Gallery. Containing about 
250 Reproductions after the Original 
Drawings of the Artists. Edited by 
F. G; Dumas. Demy 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

The Paris Salon, 1884. With over 300 
Illusts. Edited by F. G. Dumas. 
Demy 8vo, 38. 

The Paris Salon, 1885. With Fac- 
simile Sketches. Edited by V. G. 
Dumas. Demy Bvo, 38. 



Art Handbooks, continued — 

The Art Annual, 1883-4. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. With 300 full-page 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 58. 

Boocacclo'8 Decameron ; or, 

Ten Days* Entertainment. Translated 
into English, with an Introduction by 
Thomas Wright, F.S. A. With Portrait, 
and Stothard's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Blake (William) : Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B. Scott. With 
descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound 
boards, India Proofs, 21s. 

BoweP8'<G.) Hunting Sketches: 

Canters In Cram psh Ire. Oblong 4to, 
half-bound boaras, 2l8. 

Leaves from a Hunting Journal 
Coloured in facsimile of the originals 
Oblong 4to, half-bound. Sis. 

■^'■'■* ■ ■■■■■■■■' ■■■II ■■! ^— ^.^J—^^^^-^^— ^.^^I^M^— .^M^M^i^l^— ^— ^^i» 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by : 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Afnca, and 
America. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 
88. 8d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., Ss 

Savage Life. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 
88. 6d. ; post Bvo, illustrated bds., 2l 

Chronicles of No-Man's Land 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6b.; postSvo, 
illust. boards, 28. 

Brand's Observations on Pop- 
ular Antiquities, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, dlt, with 
numerous Illustrations, 78. 6a. 

Bret Harte, Works by: 

Bret Harte'a Colleeted Works. Ar- 
ranged and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. each. 

Vol. I. COMPLBTB POBTICAL AND 

Dramatic Works. With Steel Por- 
trait, and Introduction by Author. 

Vol. II. Earlier. Papers— Luck of 
Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 
—Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
AND American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales op the Arqonauts 
— Eastern Sketches. 

Vol. IV. Gabriel Conrov. 

Vol. V. Stories — Condensed 
Novels, &c. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in 
Prose and Poetry. With Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bellbw, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Gabriel Conroy: A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 
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Bkkt Hartk's Works, continued^ 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other 

Stories. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 

2i. ; cloth limp, 28. 6d. 
The Twine of Table Mountain. Fcap. 

8vo. picture cover, li. ; crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 8l. 6d. 
Luck of Roaring Camp, and other 

Sketches. Post Ivo, illust. bds., 28. 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. Fcap. 8vo, 

picture cover, Is. ; clotti extra, 28. 6d. 

' Flip. Post 8 vo, illustrated boards, 28.', 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Caiifornian Stories (including Thb 
Twins of Table Moumtaim, Jeff 
Briggs's Lovs Story, &c.) Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2 8. 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The Reader's Handboolc of Allusions, 
References^ Plots, and Stories. 
• Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
CoMPLBTB English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pp., cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Authors and their Worits, with the 
Dates: Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook," separ- 
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Doematic. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6a. ; half-bound, 9b. 

Brewster (Si rDavid),Work8 by: 

More Worlds than One : The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Post 
Svo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
Galileo, Tycho Brahb, and Kep- 
ler. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 48. 6d. 

Letters on Natural Magic. A New 
Edition, with numerous Illustrations, 
and Chapters on the Bein^ and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by 
^, J. A. Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
48. 6d. 

Brillat-Savarin.— GaBtronomy 

as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A. 
Post Svo. cloth limp. 28 . 6d. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by : 
Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 88. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. Svo, 
picture cover, l8. 

Lindsay's Luok. Fcap. Svo, picture 
cover, l8. 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. Fcap. Svo, 
picture cover, l8. 



Buchanan's (Robert) Works: 

Ballads of Life, Love, and Humour. 

With k Frontispiece by Arthur 

Hughes. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan. 

With Frontispiece by T. Dalzibl. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
Undertones. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
London Poems. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 68. 
The Book of Orm. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 68. 
White Rose and Red: A Love Stcary, 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
Idylls and Legends of inverbum. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
St. Abe and his Seven Wives : A Tale 

of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis- 

Siece by A. B. Houghton. Crown 
vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Robert Buchanan'eCompiete Poeti- 
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Hebrld leiee: Wanderings in the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He- 
brides. With Frontispiece by W. 
Small. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

A Poet's Sketch*Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robert 
Buchanan. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 68. 

The Shadow of the Sword : A Ro* 
mance. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. boards, 88. 

A Child of riature : A Romance. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d.; post Svo, illust. bds., 28. 

Qod and the Man : A Romance. With 
Illustrations bv Fred. Barnard. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated bc^u-ds. 28. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline: A 
Romance. With Frontispiece by A. W. 
Cooper. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnab. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Annan Water: A Romance. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post Svo, 
illust. boards, 28. 

The New Abelard : A Romance. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post Svo, 
illust. boards, 28. 

Foxglove Manor: A Novel. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Matt : A Romance. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Burton (Robert): 

The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomised: Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur- 
ton's Anatomy of Melancholy. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. ^ 
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Burton (Captain), Works by : 

To the Gold Coast for Gold : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur- 
ton and Vermby Lovbtt Cameron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2l8. 

The Book of the Sword: Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, from the Earliest 
Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 328. 

Bunyan'a Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engraved 
by GooDALL, and numerous Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6cL 

Byron (Lord): 

Bypon'e Letters and Journals. With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
MooRB. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Cameron (Commander) and 

Captain Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
for Gold; A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard F. Burton and Verney 
Lovbtt Cameron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 2l8. 

Cameron (IVIrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Juliet's Guardian. 
Deceivers Ever. 

Campbell.— Wiiite and Biacic 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
George Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 148. 

Carlyle (Tiiomas) : 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re- 
collections. By MoNcuRE D. Con- 
way, M.A, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 6s. 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. Shepherd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra. 
Illustrated, l8.6d. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
x934 to 1872. Edited by Charles 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248. 



Ciiapman's (George) Works : 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys* 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
e xtra, 18 s . ; or separately, 68. each. 

Ciiatto & Jackson.— A Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 288^ 

Ciiaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. 
Hawbis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 28.6d. 

Clodd. — Mytiis and Dreams. 

By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author 
of "The Childhood of Religions," &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 58. 

City (The) of Dream : A Poem. 
Fcap. Svo, clot h extra, 68. [/« the pr ess, 

Cobban.— The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Post Svo, illustra t ed boards , 28. 

Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
C ollins. Post Svo, illustrated bds.,28 . 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novels by : 

Sweet and Twenty. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Frances. Post Svo, illust. bds., 28. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. ; crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The Vllla|e Comedy. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, 28. ; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

You Play Me False. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, 28.; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. ; crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Transmigration. Post Svo, illust. bds., 
28. ; crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

From M'idnlght to Midnight. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. ; crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 
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Coiiins (Wiikie), Novels by. 

Each post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d.; or crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Illustrated, 3b. 6d. 

Antonlna. lilust. by A. Concamen. 

Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil- 
bert and J. Mahoney. 

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
• John Gilbert and J. Mahoney. 

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

Queen of Hearts. ' Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

My Miscellanies. With Illustrations 
by A. Concanen, and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkie Collins. 

The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Fraser. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife. Illust. by W. Small. 

Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by 

G. ,Du Maurier and Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss or Mrs.? With Illustrations ly 
S. L. FiLDES and Henry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rands. 

The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 
' G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. FiLDEs and Sydney Halx» 

The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 
Arthur Hopkins. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

The Black Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. 

** I Say No." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. IShortly. 



Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of George Col- 
man. With Life by G. B. Buckstone, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Catherine 
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 



Conway (Moncure D.)^ Works 

by: 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two 

Vols., royal Svo. with 65 Illusts., 288. 

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 
bv W. J. Hennessy. Square Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Thomas Cariyle: Letters and Re- 
collections. With Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Cook (Dutton), Works by : 

Hours with the Players. With a 
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit., cr. Svo, cloth extra,68. 

Nights at the Play : A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Leo: A Novel. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Paul Foster's Daughter. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28.; crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Copyright. —A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Jerrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Corn wai I. — Popu lar Romances 

of the West of England; or, The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown Svo, 
ciath extra, 78. 6d. 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author of " The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 23 
Portraits, 78. 6d. 

Cruikshank (George) : 

The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series : The First from 1835 
to 1S43; the Second froiq 1S44 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
HuMouRof Thackeray, Hood, May- 
hew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel EnKravings by 
Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &o. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 7b. 6d. each. 
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Cruikshank (G.)i continued-' 

The Life of George Cruikshank. By 
Blanch ARD Jerrold, Author of 
"The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re> 
production of Major's Edition, with 

t7 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
ly Georgb Cruikshank, choicely 
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies, 
printed on hand-made pai^er, with 
India proofs of the Illustrations, 368. 

Cuasans.— Handbook of Her- 

aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely. New and Revised Edition, 
illustrateid with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cyplea.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyplxs. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Daniel Merrie England in 

the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations ov Robt. Cruik- 
SBAMX. Crown 6vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Daudet Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. By Alphonsb 
Dauokt. Translated by C. Harry 
MELT2BR. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

Davenant. — What shall my 

Son beP Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

bavles (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 
One Thousand Medical Maxims. 

Crown 8vo, l8. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 

Crown 8vo, l8. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 
Aids to Lona Life. Crown 8vo, 28. ; 

oloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davles' (Sir John) Complete 

Peetlcal Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev, 
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards 12i. 



De Malstre A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavibr db Maistrb. 
Translated by Hbnry Attwbll. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

De Mllle A Castle In Spain. 

A Novel. By James Db Millb. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. ed. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2b. 
Our Lady of Tears. 
Circe'sLovers. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sketches by Boz. I Nicholas Niokleby 
PIckwIok Papers. { Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
(May fair Library.) Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens, 
z84i-x^o. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Hernb Shep- 
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, €8. 

About England with Dickens. By 
Alfred Rimmbb. With S7 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. Vandbrhoof, Alfred 
Rimmbr. and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, l(w. 6d. 

Dictionaries : 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brbwbr, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; hf.-bound, 98. 

The Reader's Handbook of Allu- 
sions, References, Plots, and 
stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brbwbr, 
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
throughout, with a New Appendix, 
eontaming a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook,'* sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. £. C. 
Brbwer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information; in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, 
and the like. By Wm. A: Wbbeler 
and Charles G. Wrbblbr. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. With 
Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Sauubl a. Bbnt. M.A. Demy 
8vo, oloth extrs 78. 6d. 
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DiCTiOMARiBS, continued— ' 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davenport Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half- 
bound, 128. 6d. {In preparation. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 6d. 

Women of the Day : A Biographical 
Dictionary. ByFRANCBsHAYS. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases : A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezkr 
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; hf.-bd., 98. 

Diderot.— The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe sur le 
Com6dien," by Walter Herri es 
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry 
I rvinq. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 4s. 6d. 

Dobeon (W. T.), Works by : 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s. 6d. 

Poetical ingenuities and Eocentri- 
cities. Post 8vo, cleth limp, 28. 6d. 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of the^ 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
houses of'^the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
*' Reader's Handbook."} Crown 8vo, 
half-bound, 128. 6d. [In preparation. 

Dramatists, Tlie Old. Cr. 8vo, 

cl. ex., Vignette Portraits. 6b. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Worlds. With Notes 

Critical and Expilanatorv, and a Bio- 

faphical Memoir by Wm. Giffqrd. 
dit. by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols. 

Chapman's Worlds. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay 
by A. C. Swinburne; Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cumninq- 
HAH. One Vol. 



Dramatists, The Old, continued— 
Massinger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol. 

Dyer. — The Folk - Lore of 

'Plants. By T. F. Thisblton Dyer, 
M.A., &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. [In preparation. 

Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 68. per Volume. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Herricit's (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert ( Lord) of Cherbury's Poems. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crown 8vo, 
parchment, 8b. 

Edwardes(Mr8.A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post 8to, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 
28. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Egg I esto n .— Roxy : A Novel By 
Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. ; cr. Svo. cloth extra, Ss. Sd. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their Histonr, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6b. 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C. J . Richardson. Third Edition. 
N early 600 lUusts. Cr. Svo, cl. ex. ,78.8d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.8.A.), 

Worlcs by: 

stories from the State Papers. 
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Studios Re-studied : Historical 
Sketches from Original Sources. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, Iti. 
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Eyes, The.— How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. Bv 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With 
52 Illu strations. !».; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Fairholt.— Tobacco : Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and upwards of 100 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. Cr. 8vo. cl.ex., 6b. 

Famiiiap Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Information: 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. Bv William A. Wheelbr, 
Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; ** 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo. cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 
The Chemical History of a Candle : 
L.ecmres delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Roval Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 48. 6d. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.CS. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
lUastrations, 4b. 6d. 

Farrer. — Military Manners 

and Customs. By J. A. Farrer, 
Author of "Primitive Manners and 
Customs," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
6b. 

Fin. Bee — The Cupboard 

Papers: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Beg. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 
The U»<y of Brantome, 



Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 

plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over Death, ana 
Minor Poems, with Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. Svo, cloth l>d8.,6B. 

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre: A 

Novel. By Albany de Fonblanque. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.each ; 

post Svo, illust. boards, 28. each. 
Otympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. | A Re al Queen. 

Esther's Glove. Fcap. Svo, picture 
cover, l8. 

French Literature, History of. 

By Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy Svo, cl. bds., 78. 6a. each. 

Frere.— Pandurang Hari ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.L, &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Friswell.— Oneof Two: A Novel. 
By Hain Friswell. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Cor^jurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry.— Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charities, 1885-6. By Herbert 
Fry. Showin£[ their Name, Date of 
Foundation, Objects, Income, OfiBcials, 
&c. Published Annually. Crown Svo, 
cloth, la. 6d. [Shortly. 

Gardening Books: 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By George Glemny. Post Svo, iB. : 
cloth, Is. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post Svo, l8. ; 
cloth limp, la. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jans 
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post Svo, iB.: 
cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. Svo. illus- 
trated cover, l8.; cloth limp, u. 6d. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. By F.G. Heath. Crown SvQi 
Qlotb extra, ^. ; gilt edges, 68. 
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Garrett ^The Capel- Girls : A 

Noyel. By Edward Garkett. Post 
8vo,illqst.bds., 2g. ; cr.8vo, cl.ex., 8a. 6d. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

fop 1885. One ShiUing Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entitled '^The 
Unforeseen," by Alice O'Hanlon, 
begins in the January Nnmber. 
"Science Notes," by W. Mattieu 
Williams, F.R.A.S., and "Table 
Talk," by Sylvanus Urban, are also 
continued monthly. 
\* Now ready, the Volume for July to 

December, 1884, clothextra, price 8s. 6d. ; 

Cases for bindings 2g. each. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 

lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introdnction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
GEORGE Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, te. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7g. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
Queen of the 

Meadow. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2l. 
The Dead Heart. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 

crown 8vo, 31s. 6d, 
A Hard Knot. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 

31S. 6d. 
Heart's Delight. Three Vols., crown 

8vo, 3 IS. 6d. [/« the press. 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Dr. Austin's Guests. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Coetermonger. 



Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains— The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains— Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchcn— Dau'lDruce— Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Penzance. 



In Pastures Green 

Braes of Yarrow. 

The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Prob- 
lem. 

TheGoldenShaft. 

Of High Degree. 



Qlenny.>-A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George 
Glenmy. Post 8vo, Is.; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Godwin. — Lives of the Necro- 
mancers. By William Godwin. 
J>ost 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), ck>th 

limp, 28. per volume. 
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of tha 

Echo Club. 
Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 

of England. 

Bennett's (Dr.) Songs for Sailors. 
Byron's Don Juan. 
Godwin's (William) Lives of tha 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Tabla. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 
Al ham bra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oo- 
cu pat Ions of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Mailory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
GOMERiB Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes.byT.M'CRiB.D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuvb. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and 
Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poema, ths 
Shelley Papopt, &c. 
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Golden Library, The, continued-^ 
Shelley's Prose Works, including A 

Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St. 

Irvrno &c 
White's ' Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 

Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The : An Encyclopedia of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times mnd 
Countries. . Selected and Edited bj 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, clotn 
gilt and gilt edges, 7». 6d. 

Gordon CummIng(G. F.),Works 
by: 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-page Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
8s.6d. 

Inthe Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Via Cornwall to E^pt. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Graham. — The Professor's 

wife : A Stor};. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is.; cloth 
extra, 28. 6d« 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Konsr. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
P. Hueffer. With u^ Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 
The wilds of London. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 

Strange Fisn to be Found There. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 
Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 28. 

Quyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

or. Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors AGASSI2, Pierce, and Gray; 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and . copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 48. 6d^ 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. T. 
PiNCUS. Crown 8vo, l8.; cloth, Is. 6a. 



Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 



Hake's (Dr. T. G.) Poems, continued-' 
New Symbols. Cr.8vo,cloth extra, 69. 
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. 
The Serpen', play. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 63. 

Hali.—Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclisb, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Hail Caine.— The Shadow of a 

Crime: A Novel. By Hall Caine. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ^Shortly , 

Halliday.— Every-day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over loo Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Felix dk 
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 6d . 

Hanky-Panky: A Collection of 

Very EasyTricks.Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand. &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200 
lUusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,48. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady Duffus). — Paul 

Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, 18. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 68. 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, lOs. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Includmg Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
Jambs Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward,Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3l. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Garth. I Sebastian Strom*. 

Ell Ice Quentin. I Duet. 

Prince Saroni'a Wife. 

Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover. Is. ; 
cloth extra, 23. 6d. 

Miss Cadogna. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
8s. 6d. each. 

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and 

his Wife. By Julian Hawthorne. 
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248. 

[Twenty-five copies of an Edition de 
Luxe, printed on the best hand-made 
paper, large 8vo size, and with India 
proofs of toe Illustrations, are reserved 
for dale in England, price 488. per set. 
Immediate application should be made 
by anyone desiring a copy of this 
special and very limited Edition.] ■ 

Hays.— Women of the Day : A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis George Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo, 
cl.ex., 58. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 68. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

Ivan de BIron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 



Heptalogia (The); or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 

_ Se ven Be lls. Cr^vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Herbert — The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 88. 

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Indes 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 188t 



Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst von). Works by : 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With lOo fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
l48. [/» preparation. 

Hindley (Charles), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In* 
eluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With i2 Illus- 
trations by P. MacNab. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 31s. 6d, 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by : 

The Autocrat of the BreakfiMt- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d.; another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

The Professor at the Breakfbst- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, l8. ; cloth. Is. 61. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra* 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah's Arkasological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun. 
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 68. 

A Golden Heart : A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2i, 
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Hook's (Theodor*e) Choice Hu- 
morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures,Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
lUnsts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex t ra, gilt, 7».6d. 

Hooper The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hooper. 
Post 8vo, illustr ated boards, 28. . 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hen- 
gist Horne. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7g. 

HowelL— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered : Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By George 
Howell. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78.^. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 

Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Ollier. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Thornlcroft'e Model. 

The Leaden Caeket. 

Self Condemned. 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, S8. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited b^jr A. Perce- 
VAL Graves. Post 8vo, cl . limp, 28. 6d. 

Irving (Washington),Wori<s by. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. each. 
Tales of a Traveller. 
Tales of the Alham bra. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics 

for students. By Catherine A. 
J AN ViER. Crown 8vo. cloth extra , 65. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; or post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Quson of Connaught. 



JefTerles (Richard), Worlds by: 

Nature near London. Crown Bvo, 

cloth extra, 68. 
The Life of the Fields. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. 

Jennings (H. J.), Worlds by: 

Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph- Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. i 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roslcrucians: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations* A New Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus- 
trated cover, l8. ; cloth limp, l8. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 
Jerrold. Illustrated. PostSvo, l8. ; 
cloth, l8. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post 8vo, l8. ; 
cloth limp, l8. 6d . 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post 8vo. cloth limp, 28. 

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by: 

FIngerRIng Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
200 lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eg^s, Luck. &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
trations^ C r. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6cL 

Jensen's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by William 
Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 188. ; or separately, 6 b. each. 

Josephus,TheCompleteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols.. 8vo, with 52 Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra, ^^t, 14b. 



14 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Kavanagh.^The Pearl Foun- 

tain, and other Fairy Stories. Bv 

BBIOGBTandJUUAKAVANAGH. With 

Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 
Small 8vOk cloth gilt. 68. 

■ ■ — - ' - I I 

Kempt — Pencil and Palette : 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robe;rt 
KxMPT. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Klngsley (Henry), Novels by : 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 
OakshottCaatle. | Number Seventeen 

Knight.— The Patient's Vade 

Meeum: How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Knight, M.R.C.S., and • Edward 
Knight, L.R.CJ>. Crown 8vo, l8.; 
cloth, l8v 6d. 

Lamb (Charles): 

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 
Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title.pages of the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, IQb. 6d. 

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 

glnal Editions, with many Pieces 
itherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shephbrd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr.8T0, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorue. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Fitz- 
gerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lane'8 Arabian Nights, &c.: 

The Thousand and One NIghte: 
commonly called, in England, " The 
Arabian Nights' £ntertain- 
MENTS." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on 
Wood, from Original Designs by 
Wm. Harvet. a New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Poole, with a Preface by 
Stanley LANB-PoeLB. Three Vols., 
demy 8vo, sloth extra, 78. 6d. each« 



Lane's Arabian Nights, continued^ 

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages: 
Studies from "The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Edward William 
Lanb, Authrr of "The Modem 
Egyptians," >c. Edited by Stanley 
Lan b-Poolb. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 

Lares and Penates; or, The 

Background of Life. By Florencb 
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story. of the London Parks. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Clerical Anecdotes. Post 8yo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Forensic Anecdotes Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, doth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Laigh (Henry S.), Works by: 

Carols of Cockayne. With numerous 
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 
28. 6d. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and Edited 
by Henry S.Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Life in London ; or. The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik* 
Shane's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 



Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson. 
Ourselves : Essays on Women. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
" My Love I » 
lone. 



Locks and Keys.— On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen. 
PiTT-RiVERs, F.R.S. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 4to, half Rox- 
barghe, 168. 
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Longfellow : 

Longfsllow's Complete Proee Works. 
Including "Outre Mer,»* "Hyper- 
ion," " Kavanagh/' " The Poets and 
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." 
With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valentine Bromley. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

LongfBllow'e Poetical Works. Care- 
fuIiT Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 



Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. E. 
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 2b; 
cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Lucy. — Gideon Fieyce: A Novel. 
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown Bvo, 
cl. extra, 38. 6d.; postSvo.illust. bds.,28. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff. 
Demy Svo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, cloth boards, 18s. 

ISIcCarthy (Justin, IS1.P.)^Wori<8 
by: 

A hftlstory of Our Own Times, from 
(he Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of z8?o. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each.— Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols, cr, 8vo, cl. extra, 68. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 

' each, [Vol. I. now ready. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
LIniey Rochford 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Seasoit 
Maid of Athens. 



McCartliy (Justin H., IS1.P.), 
Worl<s by: 
An Outllneof the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, 18. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 
England under Qiadstonci. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 



iVIacDonald (George, LL.D.), 

Worlds by : 

The Princess and Curdle. With ix 
Illustrations by James Allen. Small 
crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Guttapercha Willie, the Working 
Genius. With 9 Illustrations bv 
Arthur Hughes. Square Svo, cloth 
extra, 3b. Sd. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. E. MiLLAis. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post Svo» 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece bv C. J. Staniland. 
Crown Bvo, doth extra, 38. 6ct. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 



Macdoneil.— Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 61. ; post 
Svo, illustr ated boards, 28. 

l^acgregop. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

ISIaciise Portrait-Gailepy (The) 
of illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal— illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. ^ With 85 Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

IViacquold (IVips.), Wopks by: 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 10b. 6cL 

Pictures and Legends fh>m Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square Svo, cloth gilt, 
108. 6d. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations byT. R. Macquoid. Square 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 78. 61. 

About Yorl<shire. With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by Swain. Square Svo, cloth extra, 
108. 6d. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, SB. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post Svo. 
illustrated boards, Sb. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Mackay. — Interludes and Un- 
dertones : or, Music at Twilight. By 
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6g. 

IVIagic Cantern (The), and its 

Management: including Full Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Liinelipht, making Oxygen Gas, and 
preparing Lantern Slides. By T. C. 
Hbpworth. With lo Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Maglcian'8 Own Book TThe^: 

Performances with Cups ana Balis. 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremep. With 200 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, &c. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4g. 6d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British> 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5g. __^__ 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by : 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post ovo, cloth limp, 88. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2b. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or. Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 88. 

Is Life worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
cl oth extra, 68. 

Mai lory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgomeris Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Mariowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
HAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.each ; or, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 88. 

Open ! Sesame ! 

Written In Fire. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 



Masterman.— Half a Dozen 

Daughters : A Novel. By J. Mastek- 
MAK. P ost 8vo , illustr ated boards, 28 . 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 
With HI Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

*^* Also a Cheap Edition, post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

An Idle Excur8lon,and other Sketches. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship ** Quaker 
City*s " Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain's Plbasurk 
Trip "), post 8vo, illust. boards. 28. 

Roughing It, and The Innocents at 
Home. With 200 Illustrations by 
F. A. Eraser. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and Charles Dudley Warner. 
With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. ; 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The stolen White Elephant, Ac 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Life on the MIsslsslppL With about 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, clotn extra, 78. 6d. 

.The Ad vent urea of Huckleberry 
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by 
E. W. Kemblb. Crown 8vo, cloth 
ex tra, 78. 6d. 

Massihger's Plays. FromTlhe 

Text of William Gifford. Edited 
bv Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mayhew.---London Characters 
and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 38. 6 d. 

May fair Library, The: 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. per Volume. 
A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavirr db Maistrb. Translated 

by Henry Attwell. 
LatterDay Lyrics. Edited by W. 

Davenport Adams. 
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Mayfair Library, continued^ 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
w. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac's "Comedle Humalne" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. ^ ^ , 

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular 
Abridgment of " Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancboly." 

Gastronomy as a Fins Art. ay 
Brillat-Savarin. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected and Edited by w. 1 . 

DOBSOM. « T» » - 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Beg. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Danl Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Peniance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour, 
cfilectedand Edited by A. Perceval 
Graves. _ _. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 
J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
ICbmpt 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 
wood. __ , 

Forensic Anecdotes: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. -> .t e 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry S. 
Leigh 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. 

Leigh. — . u 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 

By E. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Lintw. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 

E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes and Players. By Robert 

Macqregor. 



Mayfair Library, continued-^ 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 

W. H. Mallock. „^ w^*^* 

The New Republic. By W. H. Mal- 

Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmonde- 

LEY-PeNNELL. « tt /- 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. Bv H. Chol- 

MON dele y-Pen NELL. Illustrated by 

George Du Mauribr. .. „ 
Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 

H A Page. 
Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. . , _ 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix de Salamanca. 
By Stream and Sea. By William 

Senior. [Thornbury. 

Old Stories Retold. By Walter 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 

Bo ok. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies, 
L R C.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo, l8. ; cl., l8. 6d . 

Merry Circle (Tlie) : A Book of 
New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bellew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

Mexican Mustang (On a)T 

Through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
1. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas 
Siftings." «65 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7a. 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Go. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, S8.6d.; postSvo, illust.bds., 28. 

Mr. DorlHlon. Post Svo, illust. bds. , 28. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Yountf : or. The House of Life : Hu- 
man Fnysiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
F. Fenwick Miller. Small Svo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6A. ' 

Milton (J. L.), Works by : 
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 

Set of Rules for the Management of 

the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 

Wines; Soaps, Baths, &c. Small Svo, 

l8. ; cloth extra, l8. 6d. 
The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

Small Svo, l8. ; cloth extra, l8. 6d. 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation 

to Diseases of the Skin, Small Svo, 

l8. ; cloth extra. Is. W* 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Moncpletr. — The Abdication ; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettis, 
R.A., W. 0« Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirter, A.R. A., Colin Hunter, 
R. Macbeth, and Tou Graham. Large 
4to, bonnd in buckram, 21g. 

Murray (D. Christie]^, Novels 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 38. 61. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b» each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

By the Gate bf the Sea. 

Val Strange. 

Hearts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 
CoMYNS Carr. lUust. by Randolph 
Caldecott. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

the Spirit of tne Giant Mountains. 
Retola for Children b]r Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. 
MoYR Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 

68^; 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Orown 8vo, l8. ; 
clot^, 18. 6d. 

Oiiphant. — Whiteladies : A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Connor.— Lord Beaconsfleld 

A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
- cloth extra, 7 8. 6d. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tu ck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

b'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 

Songs of a Workei*. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Muslo and Moonlight. Fcap. 8to, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Lays of Prance. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 10b. 6d. 



Oulda, Noveto by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. each. 

Pascarel. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castle- 
m fine's Gage. 

Idalia. 

Tricotrln. 

Puck. 

Foils Farlne. 

TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

A Dog of Flandmnk 



Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstrello 

A Village 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

In Maremma. 

Wanda. 

Frescoee. 



Com* 



Bimbt: Presentation Edition. Sq. 
8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges, 
78. 6d. 

Princess Napraxine. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F, 
Sydney Morris. Small crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, fi8. 



Page (H. A.), Works by: 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Stady. 
With a Portrait Post 8vo, doth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Talc. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Pagx 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 68. 



Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T, M'Crxb, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. 

Patient's (The) Vade iVIecum : 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By Williau Knight, 
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight, 
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, l8.; cloth, 18.80. 



Paul Ferroll: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards,. 28. each, 
Paul Ferroll : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroll Kilted hie Wife. 

Paul — Qentle and Simple. By 

Margaret Agnbs Paul, With a 
Frontispiece by Helen PATBRSOMt 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vOi 
illustrated boards, 28. 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

IjQSt Sip Masslngberd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Waiter's Word. 

Halves. I Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. I High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. I Cariyon's Year. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Qrape from a Thorn. 

For Cash Only. | From Exile. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Cecirs Tryst. 

The Ciyffards of Ciyfto. 

The Family Scapegrace 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Qwendollne's Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Kit: A Memory. 

The Cano n's Ward. 

In Peril and Privation: A Book for 
Boys. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 6s.'' {Preparing. 



Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. fid. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 
3oci^t6, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pbnmbll. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full- 
page lllusts. by G. Du Maurier. 

Phelps.— Beyond the Gates. 

By ELirABETH Stuart Phblps, 
Author of " The Gates Ajar." Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 28. fid. 



PIrkIs (Mrs. G. L.) Novels by: 

Trooping with Crows. Fcap. Svo, 

picture cover, Is. 
Lady Lovelace. Three Vols., cr. 8vo, 

31S. 6d, _^___ 

Planche (J. R.), Works by: 

The Cyclopeedia of Costume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, E«- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Military— from 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£7 78. The Vols, may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) 
at £3 138. 6d. each : Vol. I. Thb 
Dictionary. VoL IL A General 
History op Costume in Europe. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or. Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus- 
trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1^9. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarnbss. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Play-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby-land. By E. Stanford. Large 
4to, handsomely printed in Colours, 5s. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Langhorne. Two Vols., 
Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, IPs. 6a. 

Poe (Edgar Allan):— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. and 
other Stories. Post Svo, illu8t.bds.,28. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete in One Vol. Post Svo, cl. limp, 2s. 

Power.— Phlllstia: A Novel. By 
Cecil Power. Three Vols., cr. Svo, 
3 1S. 6d. 

Price~(E- ^O' Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Valentlna. I The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lan caster's Rival. 

Qerald. Three Vols., cr. Svo, 315. 6d, 
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Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by ; 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 lUusts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

F^miiiap Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Rough Wi^s made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Subjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,68. 

Our Plaoe among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Tune with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cioth extra, 68. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10b. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown 8vo, l8. 6d. 

Pyrotechnist'8Treasury(The); 

or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
Bv Thomas Kentish. Witn numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 48. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustave 
DoRi. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Rambosson.— Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambosson, ^Laureate 
of the Institute of France*. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 78. 6d. 



Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, Refarenoes, Plots, and 
stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 



Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, illust., bds., 28. each ; 
or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illu8t..88. 6d. each. 

Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDEs, A.R.A. 

Christie Johnstone. lUastxated by 
William Small. 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. PiNWBLL. 

The Course of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen 
Patbrson. 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jacic 
of all Trades; and James Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 

The Double IMarriage. Illust. by Sir 
John Gilbert, R.A.,andC. Keenb. 

Tlie Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Keene. 

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson. 

Qrifnth Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLUEs, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illust. by Do Maurier. 

Put Yourself in His Place. Illus- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 
by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 
H. Patbrson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A. , 
C. Green, and H. Woods, A.RA. 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate 
Cralford. 

A Woman-Hater. lUostrated by 
Thos. Couldery. 

Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
of Charles Reads. 

SIngleheart and Doublefaoe: A 
Matt3r-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. MacNab. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey, 
Pbrcy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash. 

The Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated 
by Joseph Nash. 



Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vp, cloth extra, 8s.6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. each. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 

Weird Stories. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 

RImmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 

50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, IOb. 6d. 
Rambles Round Eton and Haf^row. 

50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, Clbth gilt, 10s. 6d. 
About England with Dicicens. With 

SSIUustsTbyALFREDRiMMBR and C. A. 

Vanderhoof. Sq. 8vo, cl.gilt, lOs.Gd 
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 
The Poets' Birds. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
The Poets' Beasts. Crown Bvo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. [/n the press, 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
UEORGB Cruikshank, cboiceW printea. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra^ 78. 6a. A few 
Large-Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price S6s. 

Rochefoucauld's IVIaxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saints- 
Bbuvk. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roil of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A LdBt of the Principal Warriors who 
canA over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 68. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Clark), Works by: 

Round the Qalley-Flre. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6b. ; post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 28. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head : A Collection 

of Yarns and Sea Descriptions. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Sala.— Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborgb Augustus Sala. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (x688 to 1847). Edited 
byHsNRYSANSON. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.88.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers 



Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each 

Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

Gideon's Rock. 

The High Mills. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Heart Salvage. | Sebastian. 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by T. E. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly : or 
6s. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 78. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to XX. (1834), at 6s. each. Cases for 
Binding, Is. 6d. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon. 

An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over 100 new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele- 
gantly and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, 168. 

[The immediate success of *'The 
Lady of the Lake," published in 1882. 
has encouraged Messrs. Chatto and 
WiNDUs to bring out a Companion 
Edition of this not less popular and 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
form, and with the same careful and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard- 
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful 
supervision is sufficient guarantee that 
the work is elegant and tasteful as well 
as correct.] 

"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or ** White 
Magic." By W. H. Crsmbr. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Frank Bbllbw. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited b]^ W. H. 
Cremer. With 400 Illustrations. 
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" Skcrbt Out " Sbribs, amtinued^ 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bellbw. With many 
Illustrations. 

Maglcian'sOwn Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats. 

' Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H, Cre- 
MER. 200 Illustrations. 

Magic N4 Mystery: Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured Fpontis. and many Illusts. 

Bentop (Wiittam), Works by : 

Travel and Trout In the Antipodes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 
By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth 

limp, 28. 6d. 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehls- 

torio Man. By Jambs H. Stoddart, 
Author of •• The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6». 

Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
V/iLLiAM SHAKEsrEARE's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
accordingto the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623. — A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process — ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo, 
half-Roxburghe, 78. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
fhom Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. Movr Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 68. 

The Handbook of SheUcespeare 
Music. Bein^ an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfrbd Roffb. 
4to, balf-Roxbnrghe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 

The Dramatic Works of Shake- 
speare: The Text of the First 
Edition, carefully reprinted. Eight 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 408. 

*^* Only 250 Sets have been printed, 
each one numbered. The volumes will 
not be sold separately. 



Shelley's Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. ; 
or separately, 28. each. Vol. I. con- 
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
&c., with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cythna, &c. ; Vol. III., 
Posthumous Poeros,the Shelley Papers, 
&c. : Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in- 
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi. St. Irvyne, &c. 

Sheridan:— 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including bis 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with zo full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 78* 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Plaj, and a Bio- 

g'aphical Sketch of'^ Sheridan, by 
RANDER Matthews. With Decora- 
tive Vignettes and 10 full-page Illus- 
' trations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 
128. 6d . 

Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. Sd. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works, including all those in 
" Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
8vo , c loth boards, 1 88. 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwooo and John Camden 
HoTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with loe Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Sims (Q. R.) — How the Poor 

Live. With 60 Illustrations by Fred. 
Barnard. Large 4to, l8. 

Sketch ley. — A Match in the 

Dark. By Arthur Skbtchlby. Post 
8vo, illustrate d boards, l8. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The Prince of ArgoMs : A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, 88. 6d. 
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Smith's (J. Moyr) Works, continued-^ 
Tales of Old Thuie. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 
8vo, clotb gilt, profusely Illust., 68. 
The Wooing of the Watep Witch : 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
DORNB. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 

Society In London. By a 

Foreign Resident. Fourth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

8palding.~Elizabethan Demon- 

ology: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5b. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

S. G. E. Middlemorb, Author of 
" Round a Posado Fire." Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, 6b. [In the press. 

Speight. — The Mysteries ^ of 

Heron C^ke. By T. W. Speight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellbn 
Edwards. Crown "Svo, cloth extra, 
8b. 6d. ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown ^to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 68. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Cheea ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr. Bvo, cloth extra, Sb. 

Sterndale.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Armitagb Stern- 
dalb. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d.; post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 

Cevennee. Frontispiece by Walter 

Crane. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. 6d. 
An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 

W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 6a. 
Vipglnlbus Puerieque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown Bvo, 

cl. extra, 6b. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2b. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cipth extra, 6b. 
Prince Otto: A Romance. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 6b. [In preparation. 



8t.«lohn.— A Levantine Family. 
By Baylb St. John. Post 6vo, illus- 
trated boards, ». 



Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust. by ^Vallis 
Mackay. Crown 8vo, cl.extra, 38._6d^ 

St7 Pie pre.— Paul iaind Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bbr- 
NARDiN St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. Clarke. Post 8yo, cl. Ip., 28. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alicb Ziu- 
MBRN ; and a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6<L 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Honb. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6 d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo.cl.ex.,7s.6d. 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in. the 
Original Edition of "Gulliver's 
Travels.** Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6 d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 
The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6b. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6b. 
Chastelapd. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 7b. 
Poems and Ballads. First Sbribs. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also in crown 8vo, at 

same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9b. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,l8. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 

8vo, 16b. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 10B.6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,12B.6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 7b. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8ve, 6b. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12b. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,88. 
Note of an English Republican en 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, l8. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 68. 
A study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8i. 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr.Svo, Si. 
Stuoles In Song. Crown 6to, 7s. 
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Swinburne (Algernon C.) Works, eon, 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 8b. 
Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 9b. 
A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 

cloth extra, 8b. 
A Midsummer Holiday, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 
Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown 

8vo. cloth extra, 6b. 

Symonds.— Wine, Women and 

Song: MediaBval Latin Students' 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with an Essay by J. Ad- 
DiNGTON Symonds. Small 8vo, parch- 
_ ment, 68. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three ToupT: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTEN. Med. 8vo, cloth ext ra, Is. 6d. 

taine'8 History of English 

Literature. Translated by Henry 

Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 

^oth boards, 308.— Popular Edition, 

Tyro Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 158. 

Tayior (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Worlds 

by: 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and loo 
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to Find Them. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 78. 6d. 

Tayior's (Bayard) Diversions 

■ of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
M odern Writers. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 

Tayior's (Tom) Historipai 

Dramas: " Clancarty," "Jeanne 
Dare,** "'Twixt Axe and Crown/* 
"The Fool's Revenge,*' " Ark wright's 
Wife,** "Anne Boleyn,'* "Plot and 
Passion.'* One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

*** The Plays may also be had sepa- 
r ately, at l8. each. 

Tennyson (Lord) : A Biogra- 
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Thackeray an a: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makepeace 
Thackeray^ depicting Humorous 
Incidents m his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispieoe. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 



Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Cresslda. 

Proud Malsle 

The Violin-Player. 

Thomas (IVI.).— A Fight for Life : 
A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over ^o fine Illustra 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges. 78. 6d. 

Thornbury (Walter), WoVks by 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
ward Walford, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Tales for the Marine*. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2b. 

TImbs (John), Works by: 

The History of Clubs and Club Life 
in London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

English Eccentrloa and Eceen- 
tricltles: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 Illusts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth e xtra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor- 
RENS, M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 1 48. 

Trollops (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each* 

The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

Kept In the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

The Land-Leaguers. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. eacl). 
The Golden Lion gf Granper^, 
John Caldlgate. 
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Troilope(Fpance8E.),Novel8by 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. fid. ; post 
8vo. illustrated boards, 28. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Mabel's Progress. 

Anne Furness. 

Trollope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. Bv 
T. Adolphus Trollope. Cr. 8vo, cf. 
ex.. 8l. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

Trowbridge.— Farnell's Folly : 

A Novel. By T.T. Trowbridge. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, 12b. 

TurgeniefT (Ivan), &c. Stories 
from Foreign Novelists. Post 8vo, 
ill ustrated boards, 28. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bri de's Pass. 

Saint Mungo's City. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 38. 6d. 
Beauty and the Beast. ThreeVols., 

crown 8vo, 3l8. 6d. 

Tytler (C. C. Froser-). — Mis- 
tress Judith: A Novel. Bv C. C. 
Frasek-Tytler. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

Van Laun.—Hlstory of French 

Literature. By Henry Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy 8vo, 
cloth boards, 78. 6d. each. 

Villarl.— A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villarx. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, 18. 



Walcott.— Church Work and 

Life In English Minsters; and the 
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackenzie E. C. Walcott,B.D. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 148. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Work8 by : 

The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than la.ooo dis- 
tinguished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices tney hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty-fifth Annual Edition, 
for 1885, cloth, full gilt, 608. 

The Shilling Peerage (1885). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 33mo, cloth, Ig. 
Published annually. 



Walford*s(Edw., M.A.) Works, con.— 

The Shilling Baronetage (1885). 
Containing an Alphabetical List ot 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. samo, 
cloth, l8. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1885). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Oeation, Addresses, &c. szmo, 
cloth, l8. Published annually. 

The Shilling IHouso of Commons 
(1885). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses. 
&c. 32mo, cloth, 18. Published 
annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1885). In One Volume, 
royal 321x10. cloth extra, gilt edges, 
6s. Ftiblished annually. 

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury. Edited bv Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Walton andCotton'sComplete 

Angler; or, The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Waltom; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7 8. 8d. 

Wanderer's Library, The : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Bebrbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 

Merrle England In the Olden Time. 
By George Dakiel. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
James Greenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By Jambs 
Greenwood. 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hbsss-War* 
TBOO. With «a lUustratioDB. 
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Wakdsrbr's Library, Thk, continued-^ 

The Life and Adventui^eof a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlks Hzndley. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindlby. With Illusts. 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P. 
HiNGSTON. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Paries. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry May- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Executioners : 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688 
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson. 

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard. 
Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. 

Warner.— A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of" My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra« 68. 

Warrants, &c. :— 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, andcorrespondinfj Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, 23 in. by 14 in. Price 28. 

Warrant to Execute Marjr Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 28. 

iVIagna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 58. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours . Price 58. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocltet Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Engl, F.R.Met. 
Soc, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, l8. ; c loth, l8. 6d. 

Westro pp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain: or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDD^R M. Wbstropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4f. 6d. 



Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and 

Art Critica. By J. A. Macnbill 
Whistler. 7th Edition, s q. 8vo, l8 . 

White's Natural History of 

Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo, 
cloth hmp, 28. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.S.), 

Worlcs by : 
Science Notes. See the Gentleman's 

Magazine. Is. Monthly. 
Science In Short Chapters. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 78. 60. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 

8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 28. 6d. 
The Chemistry of Coolcery. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 
Worlds by: 

Cliapters on Evolution : A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 2*19 Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
boolc. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
with Illustrations, 63. 

Winter (J. S.), Stories by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends. 

Women of the Day : A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Wood.— Sablna: A Novel. By 

Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illust. bds.. 23. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionanr cf Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of^the-Way Matters. By Elikzer 
Edwards. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; half-bound. 98. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by: 
Caricature History of the Georges. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature. 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S.A. Large post 8vo, cl. ex., 78.ed. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hom 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 



WILKJE COLLINSES NEW NOVEL. 

"I Say No." By Wilkie Collims. 
Throe Vols., crown 8vo. 

Mrs.CASHEL HOEY'S NEW NOVEL. 

The Lover's Creed. By Mrs. Cashel 
HoEY. Author of " The Blossoming of 
an Aloe '• &c. With 12 Illustrations 
b? R MacNab. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 
SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL. 

"EinT'Mungo's City/' " f toyenne 

Jacqueline," &c. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 
NEW NOVELS BY CHAS. GIBBON. 
By Mead and Stream. By Charles 

Gibbon, Author of "Robin G^y. 

"The Golden Shaft," " Queen of the 

Meadow," &c. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 
A Hard Knot. By Charles Gibbon. 

Three Vols., crown 8yo. .m,„„^„ 

Heart's Delight. By Charles ^^ibbon. 

Three Vols., crown Svo. [bhortiy. 



NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER. 
Phlllstla. By Cecil Power. Three 
Vols., crown Svo. 

NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR 

OF "VALENTIN A." 
Gerald. By Eleanor C. Price. Three 
Vols., crown Svo. 

BASIL*S NEW NOVEL. 
"The Wearing of the Green." Bjr 
Basil, Author of " Love the Debt, 
" A Drawn Game," &c. Three Vols., 
crown Svo. 

NEW NOVEL BY J. T. TROW- 
BRIDGE. 
Farnell's Folly. Two Vols., crown Svo, 
128. 

Mrs. PIRKIS' NEW NOVEL. 
Lady Lovelace. ByC.L.PiRKis, Author 
of " A Very Opal.'' Three Vols., crown 



Svo. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

« 1 c*«.!oc hv the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 
Popular Stories by 'be^^f J^^^ioth extra. 3>. 6d. each. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 
BY BASIL. 

A Drawn Game. nrr^v 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lu craft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
Dorothy Forster. 

BY WALTER BESANT, 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 

All In a Garden Fair. 

Dorothy Forster. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

Love Me for Ever. 

Annan Water. | The New Abelard. 



BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. I Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Matt. 



Foxglove Manor. 



Miss or Mrs. ? 

BY DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castle In Spain. 



A 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued— 
BY J. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Teai*s. | Circe's Lovera. 

BY M, BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Level I. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. I One by One. 

Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. | For Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World Say P 
For the King. 

In Honour Bound. « 

Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 

BY HALL CAINE, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Elllce Quentia 
Sebastian Stroma. 
Prince Saronl's Wife. 
Dust. I Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 
Miss Cadogna. 

BY SIR A. HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thorn Icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Queen of Connaught 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 



Piccadilly Novels, continued— 
BY B. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Leam Dundaa. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W, LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

Lin ley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE 5. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose I The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open ! Sesame I | written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange. ' 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea 

The Way of the World 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massing- Carlyon's Year. 

berd. 
Best of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's Word. 
What He Cost Her 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 

High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. 



A Confldentia 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from i 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Some Private 
Views. 

Kit : A Memory. 

The Canon's 
Ward. 



BY B. C. PRICE. 
Valentlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued-^ 
BY CHARLES READE, D.C.L, 
it Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. I Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. I Read (ana. 
Singieheart and Doubleface. 
The Jilt. [male. 

Good Stories of Men and other Anl- 

BY MRS. J, H. RIDDELL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party. 
Weird Stories. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SA UNDBRS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Path. 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. I Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. I Sebastian. 



Piccadilly Novels, continued-^ 
BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dylce. 

BY R. A, STBRNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Proud Malsle. i Cressida. 
The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann. I Marion Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPS. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond 
By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Otheri. 
Stories from Foreign Noveilsta 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLBR. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J, S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illustrated 
BY EDMOND ABOUT. 1 

The Fellah. | 

BY HAMILTON a'IDE. 

Carr of Carrlyon. i Confidences. 
BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

Valerie's Fate. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP, 

Grantley Grange. 
BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICB 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 

The GoldAn Butterfly. 

By Cella's Arbour. 

The Monks of Theiema. 



POPULAR NOVELS. 

boards, 28. each. 

By Besant and Rice, continued— 

nrwas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
Ail in a Garden Pair. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage life. 
Chronicles of No-man's Land. 

BY BRET HARTS, 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Californlan Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued-' 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 



of 



TheMartypdomof 
Madeline. 

Annan Watep. 

The New Abelard. 



The Shadow 
the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me foi^ Ever. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON, 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



The New Magda- 
len. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebei'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. • 
Heart and Science 



Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. | From Midnight to 
Transmigration. | Midnight. 

A Fight with Fortune. 
MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 

Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Village Comedy. 
- You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 

Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 

Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 
BY DE MILLS, 

A Castle in Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. ] Circe's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 

Pickwick Papers. I Nicholas Nickieby 
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. 1 Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy, 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE, 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. Z. FRANCILLON, 
Oiympla. | Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. I A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Sir H, BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 

BY HAIN FRISWELL. 
One of Two. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 

The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Problem 

The Braes of Yar* 
row. 

The Golden Shaft. 

Of High Decree. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World Say? 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King, 
in Pastures Green' 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT, 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY JAMES GREENWOOD, 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. | Sebastian Strome 

El I Ice Quentln. I Dust. 
Prince Saronl's Wife. 
Fortune's Fool. 
Beatrix Randolph. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER, 
The House of Raby. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre Dam*. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—' 
BY MRS, ALFllED HUNT. 
Thorn lcroft'8 Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Seif-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free« 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Caatle. I Numbep Seventeen 
BY E, LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundaa. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" I lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 



Dear Lady Died ain 

The Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My Enen>y's 

Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 



LInley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a 
SeasoiT. 

Maid of Athens. 



BY GEORGE MAC DONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas Wlngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. \ Lost Rose. 
BY W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 



A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



Open! Sesame! 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY J. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorllllon. 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 



ALIfe'sAtonement 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT, 
Whiteladlee. 



By the Gate of the 
Sea. 

Val Strange. 

Hearts. 



Cheap Popular Novels, coniinued-^ 
BY MRS, ROBERT O'REILLY. 
Phoebe'e Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA, 



Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 
malne. 

Tricotrln. 

Puck. 

Foile Ferine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 



TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PIplstreilo. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 
BImbl. 

In Maremma. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 



Signa. 

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL, 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN, 



Lost Sir Massing 
berd. 

A Perfdct Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinok'e Tutor. 

Murphy'e Maeter. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil'e Tryst. 

CiyfTards of CiyfTe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands 

Waiter'e Word. 

Haivee. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What HtB Cost Her 

Humorous Stories 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 



Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Reel- 
den oe. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confldentlai 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from a 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Kit : A Memory. 

The Canons Ward 



£200 Reward 

BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C, PRICE. 
Valentine. 

The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READS, 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofnngton. 
Christie Johnstons. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
By Charles Reads, continued, 

'Qplfnth Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Readiana. 

Singleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Msn and other 

Animals. 
The Jlit. 

BY MRS, y. H. RIDDBLL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prinoe of Wales's Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

\BY W, CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 

BY BAYLE ST, JOHN. 
A Levantine Family. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Dreamers. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. 
The High Mills. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY, 
A Match In the Dark. 

BIT. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERN DALE, 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R, LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Cresslda. | Proud Maisle. 

The Violin-Player. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS, 
A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE, 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
John Caldigate. 
By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPS 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &e. 
Stories from Foreign Novel Ista. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom Sawyer. 
An Idle Excursion. 
A Reasure Trip on the Continent 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 

BY C. C, FRASER'TYTLER, 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J, S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legended 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroii. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. each. 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret 

Hakte. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By 

Bret Harts. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 

of •• That Lass o* Lowrie's.*' 
Lindsay's Luck.' By the Author of 

•• That Lass o* Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. hy the 

Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PiRKIS. 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 

Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Ton Jbrrold. 



me marmes. uy i on jbrrold. 
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